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Introduction 


This volume began by putting together the notes and part of emails, in 
addition to other commitments, including some lackluster poetry, from the 
pre-pandemic, which has roots in 2019. The exchanges of barbs with the 
intellectual Francemir Barra (and many others) would be worthy of 
mention. who frequent the facebook pages with the intention of improving 
their experience in this land, excluding criminals and criminals), due to the 
importance of observations and interferences. But, in the case of Francemir 
Barra, both the texts and the author are fractal and erratic, therefore they 
deserve special and more adequate treatment than these simple lines. It was 
appropriate for these best intentions when, not so suddenly, as seeds had 
sprouted in mid 2019, like the tenebrous bubonic plague, Planet Earth was 
ravaged by the Covid-19 Pandemic, leaving us — so to speak — in pants 
short. I still had hopes unfurled telling that — according to scientific data — 
the 19th member of the Coronavirus clan would leave us alone in this year 
of 2020, but the simple memory of his older relatives, who foisted on us 
chickenpox, measles, AIDS, Zika, Dengue, and another endless lineage that 
doesn't fit here left me hopeless, ensuring that this unwanted son-of-a-bitch 
guest will stay with us forever. And it will be like that, because our 
mercantilist science, instead of fighting it, seeks to immunize us, a tactic 
that any snotty virus can overcome with one foot on its back. 


Rio de Janeiro, Cachambi, 2020/2021. 


10 Poems under the yoke of the Pandemic. 


ONE 

Love. How are you? - I am fine. - Are you alone? - Yes, alone. - Do you 
have wine? - Yes a lot. - I'll take cheeses and cold cuts. Is there a lot of food 
there? - Until the end of the world. - Shall we quarantine together? - Just in 
time! - Put the vodka in the freezer. Do you have alcohol gel? - Yes. - I'll 
take condoms. I'll be there soon. - Don't delay. - Take care. - Kisses. 


TWO 

At this time, it's worth having a hanger to hang your homesickness. Have a 
friend to remember even if he has forgotten you. Mostly a love to 
remember, even if she doesn't love you anymore and lives back and forth 
with a bearded guy. Keep in mind not to lose touch, taste, smell, the 
rounded shape of women's shame. 


THREE 

You know those relatives who don't even remember you anymore? Take the 
letter, give a flag: keep liking them and them. Pretend the world is beautiful 
and nothing will diminish this beauty 


FOUR 

Always have at hand a love available, from the many you sowed. A love is 
always a love, even if it doesn't bear tears. No need to talk, just a whatsapp, 
messenger or instagram, and again the miracle will be done, from the ashes 
love will be reborn, lived? 


FIVE 

Hello! The sun came out. Clouds disperse the air. The heat arrived. 
Pollution even decreased. The pandemic is over! Everyone to the beach! 
Put the beer to cool, rock salt in the steak, drumming in the backyard. Let's 
take the difference, speed, speed, let's run wild. Calm down, slow down, 
less, it's not that much, it's April Ist! 


SIX 
Declaration: — I die of Covid for you, love. Is that you? Die for me too? It 
doesn't matter that you don't die. I lied too. 


SEVEN 

Never have windows been so inhabited. Far from fear and custom, they 
disdain boredom, nervous laughter arises, defy decrees. Breasts exposed, 
nakedness unfurled, birds fluttering: they are angels unafraid to spread 
love. Small angels who know everything about passion without fear flit. 


EIGHT 

Declaration letter made to my grandchildren: — Dear grandchildren, forgive 
me, for this shit of Planet Earth that I leave as an inheritance for you. (Give 
a Ctrl+C / Ctrl+V and share). 


NINE 
If I had the dynamism of 20 years — Covid-19 or without it — I wouldn't let 
go of the cosmic laser with which your eyes hurt my tired retina. 


TEN 

For so long I hung on her legs, kissed her pinched nails with Coty enamel, 
suffered with my knees, the wobbles that threw me away, leaving bruises 
and bruises, I licked her purple lip with Natura lipstick. Until one day I 
forgave her. 


In another note given on some page I used the expression “in the ass of the 
world”, which I hasten to explain and correct. Staying at the Caburé Inn, in 
Lencgois Maranhenses, formerly inhospitable region, immense sea of sand, 
desert with pockets of fresh water (a beautiful world ass), the manager 
shows me the Guest Book, to say — grudgingly — that Nélson Piquet passed 
there. The irritation was because Piquet wrote in the book: “I'm here, in the 
ass of the world” — and followed the note around. I tried to calm him down: 
“Don't be upset, Nelson Piquet was always like that, irreverent and rude”. 
Talking to a local fisherman, talk goes, talk comes, he says to me: "When I 
got here, it was the beginning of the world!" He meant that the place was 
arid, ungrateful in nature, difficult and unproductive for human life, as in 
the beginning of the world. Nélson Piquet and I are wrong: both that man 
who decided to plant a family in the center of a reeds and the fisherman 


from Barreirinhas live, not in the ass of the world, but in the advent of 
nature, at the beginning of the universe — at the beginning of the world! 
Will the pandemic reach the beginning of the world? 


sesegevagore” 


The case of corruption in the biggest Brazilian state company, Petrobras, is 
in the mouths of the people. It’s no less: the naked and raw truth has 
appeared, now we cannot get the horse out of the rain. The government has 
become the home of Mother Jeanne, everyone is helping out! Now Inés is 
killed. It's the end of the bite! Elder Dilma gave a saint of hollow wood, 
from Pilate - washed her hands. Many people want to give jeans without 
arms - useless, the warned friend is: the thing is black! Although the rope 
still broke on the weak side, it wasn't this time. A lot of figuration has 
fallen! The cow was pro brejo with the rope and everything. They are 
trying to cover it up, but the people have pitched a tent - it is better to put a 
beard on it. Before the election, they threw in a bucket of cold water. Aecio 
Neves amarelou, part of the system, pulled the horse out of the rain. He left 
Ms. Dilma Vana Rousseff free for re-election. But the federal police burped 
and the employees put their tongues in their teeth. Very punguist, 
pickpocket, put his mouth in the paperclip. Some just serve as a scapegoat, 
but most have fallen off the horse. But no one lets go, no one gets fired, no 
one gets punished. The breach in Petrobras is already costing us face to 
face! And if anyone offers to give us one back, it's because they've still hid 
a lot. Crying over the poured milk does not solve anything - you have to lay 
off! And while the government is playing its game, we sound the alert, we 
go for it or we go down! This is how Collor and Nixon found the donkeys 
in the water. It's time to peel the pineapple, drop the stick, get off the wood! 
Suffering from Covid's evil is little for such corrupters. 


82696 COV 020% 
I chose the best series of 2014: Rake - from Australian TV. Written and 
starring Richard Roxburgh, it recounts the adventures of "brilliant" Cleaver 
Greene, a libertine and self-destructive Sydney attorney. How to describe 
the hero? He says that he "found" wisdom on the road to Damascus; he 
likes to love with recklessness; he is mired in debts; he sponsors the 


indefensible; he defends the lost causes. This "epicenter of chaos" is 
Cleaver Greene, anti-hero who learns nothing in the world and does not 
want to change it. Every day it gets worse than it is - a genuine addict. 
Cleaver lives in constant search, between ups and downs, runs fast and gets 
nowhere. When you least expect it, he’s in a limo with the wrong woman. 
Then the husband discovers the affair and takes it as a matter of honor to 
destroy the hero. Money for him is nothing and everything: he lives tight, 
he owes God and the world, with no money in his pocket, but he enjoys the 
good life. In addition, it is biriteiro, sniffer and moths a few joints. He has 
delirium tremens and hallucinations when he sleeps. Fox USA bought the 
American version; France announced the Gaulish variant. Richard 
Roxburgh finds it funny in these versions, which have to be adapted to each 
country, without any similarity to the original creation. But he does not 
complain about the money he receives on account of copyright. Will the 
Brazilian version come out? After the pandemic, of course. 
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I also chose the worst TV show 2014. Parada dura. I left the shopping area, 
where I only watch news and sports, to stay on cable TV (sometimes, from 
cable to tail). The Oscar is divided between the program "Art in Motion", 
presented by Gisele Kato on the channel Artel, whose synopsis announces 
"everything that happens in all the arts: music, literature, theater, dance, 
visual arts, cinema and photography". The poop that spoils the Artel 
channel is this: gathered in a bag of cats everything that floats in the air, 
under the aegis of Art, compressed for us to swallow. In addition, Gisele 
Kato has a louder voice timbre than soprano - he shouts instead of 
narrating. Another worse program of 2014 is "Oficina Motor", channel G+ 
in which "three car lovers: a pilot (sic) (Michelle de Jesus), a specialized 
journalist (Henrique Koifman) and a fanatic journalist (Lipe Paiga) will 
receive every week an illustrious guest: the car". The program consists of 
traveling around the world, taking the car, driving around, and praising - all 
are perfect, excellent! Even an old Rural Willys bus got into the dance! So, 
guys travel, stay, eat, drink - who knows what else - nice and spoil the TV 
with this junk! I don’t care. In good paulistés: I never took card, not to stick 
traffic light or be assaulted in the lighthouse at flood points. And now under 
the pandemic, how will it be? 





I communicate that I am disconnecting from the professional activities of 
Customs Broker, started in 1962. I thank the comrades and professionals I 
met along this trajectory, of whom many became friends. Special thanks to 
Franklin Machado, Paul Charlier and Angela Alvaro (Azsolutio), people 
who love the sea, passionate about ports and customs. I will be taking over 
the post of Gardener and Plaza Guard, assigned to the Méier Garden, where 
there is still bandstand, lick-lick, gospel preaching, cards, checkers and 
chess on weekends. The end-of-the-world pandemic allows everything for 
everyone. 
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"From seeing nullities triumph so much, from seeing dishonor prosper so 
much, from seeing injustice grow so much, from seeing powers increase in 
the hands of the wicked, man comes to be discouraged from virtue, to laugh 
at honor, to be ashamed to be honest. Once, the man who had stain in his 
life was a man lost forever - political careers were closed to him. There was 
a watchful watchman, of whose severity all feared and who, lighted on 
high, guarded the surroundings, like a beacon that is not extinguished, for 
the sake of honor, justice and morality. And in this general destruction of 
our institutions, the greatest of all ruins, is the ruin of justice, collaborated 
by the action of the public, by the interest of our parties, by the constant 
influence of our governments. And in this breakdown of justice, the most 
serious of all the ruins is the lack of penalty for confessed criminals, is the 


lack of punishment when pointing out a crime that involves a powerful 
name, pointed out, indicated, that everyone knows." (Rui Barbosa - 
Parliamentary Speeches). Current text for those who take advantage of the 
bad times of the pandemic to practice blatant corruption. 
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"All the errors and incompetences of the Creator have reached climax in 
man. As part of a mechanism, man is the worst of all; compared to him, 
even a salmon or staphylococcus are solid and efficient machines. Man 
carries the worst known kidneys of comparative zoology, the worst lungs 
and the worst heart. Their eyes, considering the work to which they are 
obliged to perform, are less efficient than the eye of a worm; the inventor 
of such an optical apparatus, capable of fabricating such a blunt instrument, 
should be beaten by its customers. Unlike all animals, terrestrial, celestial 
or marine, man is by nature unable to leave the world in which he dwells. 
You need to dress, protect, and arm yourself to survive. He is eternally in 
the position of a turtle born without a hoof, a hairless dog or a fish without 
fins. Without his heavy and clumsy shell, he becomes helpless even against 
the flies. And God did not grant him even a tail to scare them". H. L. 
Mencken - The book of insults. All citations are necessary to denounce the 
evils and robberies done in the name of the pandemic. 
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Corruption, price increases, high interest rates, inflation, tightening of 
Social Benefits for Workers — Zero Hunger, Morar Melhor, Popular 
Pharmacy, Brazil Sem Miséria, Minha Casa Minha Vida, etc. You can write 
in the notebook that all this will happen in the next term of Dona Dilma. 
Putting the fox Joaquim Levy — Bradesco director — to take care of the 
chicken coop, Dona Dilma is increasingly similar to Aécio Neves and 
capitalist governments aligned with Wall Street. Is this a sign that she is 
trying to set us up for another one: to make a candidate for her succession? 
Who will be the candidate? I bet on this boy who doesn't leave her side, the 
son of the Army General, former head of the Superior War School, 
Oswaldo Muniz Oliva. Himself - Aloizio Mercadante Oliva. Do not be 
surprised: even if Dilma does not join the PSDB, she will be executing a 


policy associated with global capitalism. With this moral deflation, how 
much will Four Fingers be charging per lecture? Is there anyone who still 
wants to hear it? Whatever it is, it is certain that soon we will hear 
President Dilma declare: — Forget what I said! Forget what I promised. As 
history has shown, the President did not even have time to speak. If it did, 
the virus would eat her tongue... 
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Where will this gang be going, my God? First Valdir said he was going to 
buy cigarettes. One day he arrived here: — What is it like, is there that girl 
from Minas? No, I didn't have it, but I found a remnant of Vodka Kovak: — 
Ah, here it is, it still slaps. I poured half an American glass, he sniffed, 
turned, clicked his tongue: — Is there more? Then Luiz Barriga lay down. I 
arrived at Bar Riga: — Luiz, my wife ran away with Ricardaéo and I'm 
broke! - So you came to the right place! He used two cold gins, one for me 
and one for him. For the flu it was honeydew: sugarcane, honey and lemon. 
Always in pairs. In the other band, Zeca never returned to Sao Bento. Zeca 
was invisible, making his presence known with gifts left at the door of 
relatives and friends. The Sao Francisco Market, the table surrounded by 
friends, the dry shrimp hill, dozens of deer. And Silva, who used to stop at 
the Messias Bar? He was the first to adopt Itatpava Litro. How he drank 
and smoked Silva, singing possible loves -. Anita and Claudia say so. 
Where did the guys go, guys? And Quincas? Joao Bala? Saloca? Quincas is 
alive with the silva nibbling groggy at the Boteco. Joao Bala has been 
collecting wood around. And Saloca is drying Heineken bottles in Egidio 
and then he's going to piss on Orlando Silva's statue, in Cachambi! Waiting 
for the pandemic to arrive. 
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It has cousins and cousins. Having cousins is a fortune like any other. The 
cousins settle up degrees — the older ones —, down the stairs — younger — so 
the want is superbly exploited. In this way, from every side that primes 
come, they bring a range of experiences of inexpressible holiness. And the 
cousins? Ah, the cousins rekindle all the spectacular, blazing luminosity 
that was hidden away, hidden in the pleated folds of life. Suddenly the day 


becomes more sparkling, the radiant sun — no matter the 45° in the shade — 
spreads rays across the sand and sparkles like a precious stone. Have I 
explained clearly the good that cousins do? But the cousins also make the 
day more joyful, when in a magnificent lapse, of remarkable and superb 
majesty, he presents the splendid tiquira from Santa Quitéria and a fine kilo 
of dried shrimp from Tutdia. Thank you Anténio Nicolau Junior, well honor 
your old father's name by acting as a sage, when he had the idea of 
presenting this poor exiled king with such sumptuous pampering. During 
the pandemic, everyone needs everyone. 


Was the Charlie case an attack on Freedom of Expression? Nothing like 
that! The Coalition wants it that way to justify its crimes. Who can imagine 
humanist and pacifist France, part of the Coalition, firing missiles, 
destroying cities, oil refineries, killing innocent people? The Charlie case is 
a response to the Coalition attacks. But the Great Press (which does not 
have Freedom of Expression), rightly focuses on the theme that moves 
society. There were those who did parallel Charlie - O Pasquim. In Pasquim 
Freedom of Expression lasted until the exit of Millér Fernandes. The 
campaign against the White Mafia - Doctors, Hospitals, Clinics and 
Laboratories, was the Black Box of Freedom of Expression in Pasquim. 
The campaign is suddenly over! The White Mafia still operates today: 
neither Government nor Police can contain. To combat terrorism is easy: 1) 
Extinguish the Coalition; 2) Recognize the Palestinian State. No newspaper 
uses Freedom of Expression to point out the deaths of civilians, children, 
women, the elderly and young people in the bombings - the famous Side 
Effect, a real crime against humanity! Following the analogy: France will 
compensate the families of the victims with the same generosity that we 
paid to the class of O Pasquim? I doubt it! Suddenly Covid turned the 
caricature of the ayatollah into powder by displaying his ass. 
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Is Brazil privileged? About 10% of the planet’s fresh water is here. It’s 


twice as much as Australia and Oceania, 42% in Europe and 25% in Africa. 
Brazil receives abundant rainfall all year round. Is Brazil a privileged 


country? Fuck no! Water is lacking and will be scarce in the largest cities of 
the country. By table, electricity is also lacking. What does this mean? Our 
system includes the use of drinking water in four consumption routes: 1) 
industry; 2) electricity; 3) human use; 4) waste. The production of "clean 
energy" is supported by hydroelectric dams and dams that are drying. The 
profit is great, so amount of construction looms equal Cyclopes: 206 
hydroelectric, 3 nuclear, 30 natural gas, 4 oil and coal, 1,300 
thermoelectric! Of course, the thermoelectric plant is the plant that pollutes 
the most, aggravates global warming. And gives more profit! The 
construction of hydroelectric dams, dams, thermal plants, wind farms and 
dams (which will flood productive land, cities and dam a lot of water), will 
also cause a spree of public money. The list of works grows all the time and 
the entrepreneurs who steal from Petrobras, plunder the transposition of 
San Francisco, Oil Refineries, Platforms and other works, are the same that 
touch the construction of the plants. It is still time to do all this without 
offending nature, if the pandemic allows. 


eee arnoer: 


I watched the 2015 Africa Cup final between Céte d'Ivoire and Ghana 
today. The announcer announces the presence in the stadium of high 
authorities, including the Presidents of the finalist countries, FIFA, CAF 
and also the host nation, Equatorial Guinea. Dictator Teodoro Obiang has 
presided over the country since 1979, with a fortune in excess of US$600 
million. Football is also culture: the game’s narrator says that Obiang is 
Africa’s richest president because he put all the country’s assets in his name 
- "to avoid corruption!" On a visit to Africa, Lula’s first stop on the African 
continent was in Equatorial Guinea where he met Obiang. From everything 
you see in the Brazilian news, it seems that here too we want to put the 
GDP under the sole tutelage - albeit under the mantle of corruption. Did the 
PT bring the formula from there? Ah, the champion was Cote d'Ivoire, 9-8 
on penalties. PS: We who have laughed from Venezuela for importing toilet 
paper, we who have laughed from Argentina for carrying a guacu inflation, 
we laughed and mocked because we lost humility. Argentina is here - 
Venezuela is here! As Tiéo would say: "We are fucked, my brother!" 
Especially knowing the severity of the Covid pandemic. 
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Story about another pandemic: corruption. 

18/08/2003 - José Nelson Schincariol, president of the Schincariol Group, 
was murdered by two men on his way home to Itu (SP). Witnesses saw the 
pair fire five shots in the direction of Schincariol: two in the head, one in 
the back. Police investigate the possibility of execution. José Nelson had 
simple habits, went shopping and walked around the city of Itu, where he 
was born and always lived. 

15/06/2005 - Federal Police arrested directors, lawyers and partners of 
Schincariol Brewery for tax evasion: brothers Adriano and Alexandre 
Schincariol (sons of José Nelson Schincariol, murdered in 2003), the vice- 
president Gilberto Schincariol and his sons José Augusto and Gilberto 
Junior. 

11/01/2011 - Was arrested responsible for the death of José Nelson 
Schincariol, the mason Gleison Oliveira was captured in Ribeirao Preto. 
According to the prosecution, Alexandre Schincariol, son of the victim, He 
provided information to the criminal (where is the other criminal? are 
two!). 

08/02/2011 - Japanese company Kirin bought the shares of brothers 
Alexandre and Adriano Schincariol. Part of the family (Gilberto, Daniela 
and José Augusto Schincariol), is not satisfied with the negotiation. 
04/11/2011 - The minority partners of Schincariol, the brothers Gilberto, 
Daniela and José Augusto Schincariol, resisted, but sold, for R $ 2,2 billion, 
the stake in the brewery to the Japanese group Kirin, which now owns 
100% of the company. 
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I visited the Kirin website. "We are committed to offering drinks that meet 
the highest standards of safety and quality. Our wide range of beers 
includes Kirin Ichiban Shibori, made with malt and a brewing process that 
provides a limpid and full-bodied beer; Kirin Beer, recognized as one of the 
most popular beers in Japan for over 120 years; Kirin Tanrei, Green Seal, 
with carbohydrate content reduced by 70% to achieve a refreshing flavor; 
Kirin Nodogoshi Nama, which embodies a crispy and full-bodied flavor. 
Kirin Ichiban is a beer made with the purest malt, hops and water. Unlike 


other beers, only the first pressing of the brewing must is used. That’s why 
it’s called Ichiban, which means "first" and "best" in Japanese. " Ichiban 
Shibori" is a unique method of brewing beers in their purest form, from a 
single ingredient: 100% malt. This unique technique offers Kirin Ichiban 
unique flavours and aromas, not found in any other beer in the world". I 
will believe that when Kirin removes the chemical additives present in the 
former Chincariol’s deer line and produces them all here with the same 
formula "Ichiban Shibori" from Japan. 
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What am I thinking? In the 70-year-old Dresden Holocaust, victim of the 
British humour of turning a city to ashes exactly on Ash Wednesday 1945, 
and in which they were fatally killed by English and American incendiary 
bombs in twenty minutes of bombardment, about 200,000 civilians and 
refugees in a historic city that had remained away from war and without 
strategic value. Churchill’s magnificent idea! (William von Calmbach). 
This was a historical nonsense that no one has ever noticed. USA and 
England (more France, Denmark, Jordan), in the so-called Coalition (won’t 
it be Gang?), committed more "crimes against humanity" than Hitler, the 
Porralouccas of Tolimir, Mladic, Houssein, Gaddaf and others. Does this 
International Criminal Court have the dick to condemn the Coalition? Is it 
necessary a pandemic to correct history? 
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Who will write poetry about your body? Not I; even before the words 
insinuate, I will come to your feet, porcelain doll, that I will kiss without 
suffering, and so, sailing in calm, I will bend the end of my knees toward 
the deserted thighs; before the first syllable offers itself there I will be 
intricate in the creamy smoothness of your shame, so high, smooth and 
closed, as told Caminha, the apple ass; even before having the paper in 
your hands, I will pour into your gentle navel the harvest gathered in the 
orchard of your legs, I will leave with the beard your plucked breasts, the 
pink gutters, no, I will not describe the tiny nipples; there will sulcarei 
illiterate between skins, in grace I will vampirada your carotid without 
dripping tear of blood; the back, finally, exhausted, bathed in oils, I will 


not discard three or four letters of the intense journey; come young girl, 
very young, gentle, long light hair, high shame, thick hair, clean hair; I will 
not use words to inscribe ode on your body, everything in the crossing will 
have been polished; The green eyes, and the lips without spot, the host: no, 
and no, for I do nothing, that governeth me; who shall graven the 
enchantment upon thy body? Not me. (Poetry is always needed before all 
pandemics). 
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Carnival is over. I went down to buy bread and the newsagent was already 
leaving O Globo in the lobby. On the main page, another Bribe discovered. 
You can see that Propina is like a game of worms - it never ends. So let’s 
legalize! 

Article 1 - Propina is established throughout the country. 

a) Propina will be part of bids and administrative contracts for works, 
services, purchases, disposals and leases of the Union, States, Federal 
District and Municipalities - and will be exempt from income tax; 

b) are obliged to Propina the direct administration organs, special funds, 
municipalities, public foundations, public companies, the National 
Congress, mixed economy societies and entities controlled by the Union, 
States, DF and Municipalities - and will be exempt from the IOF; 

c) Propina will be obligatorily included in the cost of works, services, 
advertisements, purchases, divestments, concessions, permissions and 
leases, when contracted with third parties - and will be exempt from the 
INSS; 

d) in the settlement between the public manager and private individuals, in 
which there is agreement for the formation of gang and reciprocal 
obligations, Propina will not be less than 10% of the value of the contract, 
including future changes - and will be exempt from bank charges; 

Article 2 - In honor of the inventor of the Official Modern Bribe, 
"Monsieur l'Ambassadeur Dix Pour Cent", this standard will be called 
Delfim Neto Law. Print it and fuck you! That’s it. 

But that was before the pandemic showed its face! Then it got worse - and 
worse! 
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Did anyone know? During the Carnival was held the Rio de Janeiro Open, 
the calendar of the Atpworltour and WTA. Details: 1) Matches started at 
12:00, with 50°C or more of temperature; 2) Sponsors: Claro, Itad, 
Samsung, Fast, RJZ, Cyrella, Tokyo Marine, Artefacto, Peugeot, Cerveja 
Corona, AMIL, TAM. E, pasmem: Post Office, Light, Sports and Leisure 
Secretariat, State Government, City Hall of Rio de Janeiro. 3) Why so 
much sponsor at the event of the billionaire ATP and WTA, who has own 
funders? And why do state entities - which claim to be bankrupt - put 
public money into this? The fact that tennis players are forced to play under 
50 degrees Celsius caused a lot of complaints, knowing that the 
Maracanazinho Gym, covered with air conditioning, is idle there. 
Participants fainting, sweating, exhausted, powerless to lift their racket. 
Maria Ester Bueno, today a Sportv commentator, silenced before this 
nonsense. Now she is part of the system. The star of the competition, 
Rafael Nadal, fell in the semifinal for the Italian Fabio Fognini - who in the 
first round was close to being eliminated! Ah, yes, guess why the RJ Open 
was held during Carnival? Hem? Hem? Who said Propina was right! 
Carnival was distracted and the money rolled. Even more so if you have the 
Jockey Club in the middle. Under the covers was hidden the news about the 
devastating pandemic. 


We watch every day on TV, the same thing repeats, every minute, thinks: - 
It will never happen to me. Anyway, one day it happens and you do not 
believe. There were two, arrived with a uniform and Telemar badge, young, 
to repair a defect in the phone. Who would suspect? It’s a good thing I was 
alone, as I’ve been lately, left alone with no mangy dog - less worse, right? 
Until I remember that Telemar no longer exists, which became Telegang 
and then Hi (but continues to provide the same bad services), until we got 
there - it was, everything was dominated! They knew what they wanted, 
they knew the environment, the details, they had raised me up straight. One 
stayed with me and the other acted. I looked at it like that, the goat was 
kind of skinny, you could face it, a cathartic in the ear foot. The other, 
fatter, required a beak in the bag to take four. Anyway, I noticed that the 
gun was not manufactured by Estrela and decided not to risk. The boss 


arrived from inside: - I found it, it’s clean, rumbora! And for me: - You 
keep quiet there, I know everything about your family, I know your mother- 
in-law, the mistress - better to keep quiet. They took the shrimp and the 
tiquira that Toni Nicolau brought to me. They only left the Coronavirus and 
the cat... 
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I want to play chess this year. I went to the website of the Brazilian Chess 
Confederation and found that next year, next year, president, comes out 
president - everything is the same. CXB charges annuity from January to 
December, rather than 12 months per year. Under-18s get a 50% discount, 
and over-65s get absolutely nothing. I complained and the answer I 
received: a) annuity of 12 months is difficult to control (in computer time? 
); b) discount to the elderly, CBX is studying (for years! ). The elderly are 
differentiated by the Constitution - but not needed - is a moral and 
humanitarian issue. The CBX has an obligation to follow UN standards, 
which order special treatment for the elderly. Playing chess is part of the 
healthy life package: it activates the mind, stimulates cognition, refines 
concentration, connects reasoning, sharpens prudence and choices. Chess 
brings together valuable items such as patience, creativity - exercises the 
nervous system, acts to reduce the risk of stroke and Alzheimer’s. Check 
out this news: "At the age of 100, Vicentina Silva, from Itanhaém (SP), is a 
master in chess. She participates in championships and tournaments and 
tells that the game gives you more willingness to continue living". That’s it 
CBX: discount for old already! In fact, do the following: Save it for after 
the pandemic. 
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Subject: CBX Response 

Hello Mr. Solomon. I see that you do not read the CBX event regulations. 
Since January 2013, seniors pay 50% of the entry fees for official CBX 
tournaments. This was put in the regulations of CBX when GM Darcy 
Lima returned the Presidency. Some local organizers do not put it in. CBX 
has not answered these years what you claim. Who did? Can you inform 
us? In what year did they answer you this? The answers seem to be made 


by someone without computer knowledge and not from CBX a) and b) can 
not be because two years ago we put as law the registration of 50% in the 
official tournaments of CBX so it is a total nonsense what you say. Besides, 
there are many things written erroneously that you advocate more than 12 
months a year ("instead of 12 months a year"). But we understand your 
point in relation to the annuity although it is not the adopted one and we 
disagree with your idea. The Brazilian Confederation is a national entity 
and holds National and International events, and you can play chess and 
tournaments without participating in the Confederation. Rating does not 
help neurons but chess. Of course, due to the extreme organization of CBX, 
everyone wants to participate only in tournaments that have CBX and FIDE 
ratings, etc. Thank you - Secretariat of CBX. Note: In times of pandemic, 
this is maximum subjectivity. 
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Hello CBX Secretariat. I see that I was not well understood. 
1) At no moment I complained about the registration fees of the 
tournaments. I complained about the ANNUITY charged by CBX and the 
discrimination between young and old. While the former have a 50% 
discount on the ANNUITY, we - the elderly - pay the full amount. In the 
same way that young people have financial limitations, the elderly - being 
an inactive professional - also have them. 
2) I complained because the annuity is charged from January to December 
and not for twelve consecutive months - i.e. March to February, April to 
March, etc., as it should be. This is to prevent someone who wants to play a 
tournament in October - let's say - from paying the full ANNUITY fee to 
enjoy only three months of membership. It is an unfair practice. 
3) This same complaint - in the same terms - I made years ago to other 
directors of CBX and got the same answer, although in other words. What I 
didn't get an answer for was the fair request for a reduction of the annual 
fee for the elderly, as well as a change in the criteria for charging it. 
4) Finally, it is politically INCORRECT for CBX itself to encourage 
"playing tournaments without participating in the Confederation". My 
registration number in CBX is 789 and I am proud to be registered in it and 


to have already collaborated with the entity and with the Brazilian chess, 
being part of the Board of Directors. 
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What is happening in the world? Netaniahu was re-elected in Israel. The 
election campaign slogan (made in Washington): "Fuck the UN!", "Fuck 
Palestine!", "Fuck Obama!", "Fuck the Coalition!". What is the difference 
between Hitler and Netaniahu? None. Hitler was racist, so is Netaniahu; 
Hitler invaded and occupied countries by force, Netaniahun, assaults and 
builds barracks in Palestine (so-called 'settlements'); Hitler killed Jews, 
Gypsies and other minorities, Netaniahu massacres Arabs with bombing 
(Gaza). Netaniahu can cause a World War! Israel has atomic weapons and 
mass destruction in the wrong hands. Globe journalist in the Middle East 
referred to Tel Aviv as "important city of Israel". The Globe tries to change 
history - as it has already done by justifying support for Military 
Dictatorships in Latin America. Israel does not need this, but the Globe TV 
reads the same booklet as Netaniahu. Jerusalem - the Sacred City of several 
religions, invaded, forcibly dominated, humiliated by violence, surrounded 
by walls - has been a victim of Crusades for millenniums. The Capital of 
Israel, since it was recognized by the UN and other nations (1948), is Tel 
Aviv. The rest is just talk from a little dictator, who pretends to be a 
statesman. In the devastating and catastrophic style of Covid-19. 
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Someone needs to make me understand why Angelina Jolie, rich, educated, 
intelligent, beautiful, took the attitude of self-mutilation, totally absurd to 
the Indian who speaks here. Angelina Jolie has created an unprecedented 
fear of the prospect of cancer. I went looking on the Internet to find out 
about this genetic alteration that had been instilled in her little head. Right 
away I read the following: "The occurrence of cancer in a single family 
may be related to mutations that increase the risk of getting the disease. 
Genes are known that, when altered, increase the risk of breast, ovarian, 
colon, melanoma, prostate, and a variety of rare tumors. Malignant tumors 
of hereditary origin are estimated to be 5 to 10 percent. Just look at the use 
of the phrase "may be" there in the middle of the sentence. Then, further 


on, the "risk" and "when altered". To finish: "It is estimated that 5% to 
10%" are hereditary. Man, is that a reason to take off those beautiful breasts 
and other organic parts? Will artists, the richer they are, the dumber they 
will be? And the handsome faggot husband doesn't say anything? Ah, 
Angelina, you're lucky you didn't marry a Brazilian and a Paraiban. As if 
the evils of the pandemic weren't enough. 
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Has anyone heard about a road accident saying: "The cause of the accident 
was the poor condition of the road, with no shoulder, no guardrails, no 
lighting, no road signs"? Or else: "The cause of the accident was the poor 
condition of the vehicle"? Never. Nor will you ever see it. The same occurs 
with airplane accidents. In both cases, however, the cause is always "human 
error". The Air France aircraft that crashed on its way to Europe, the Air 
Asia plane that crashed between Indonesia and Singapore, the 
Germanwings Airbus that crashed in the Alps - had similar causes: bad 
weather, defective equipment, pilots not allowed to escape the manual. 
Where is the Freedom of Speech that will tell the truth? It has been 
suffocated by the $$$ of advertising. It's like the "side effect" news - the 
death of innocent people expected by the State - the victim is considered a 
hero: this anesthetizes the family's pain, avoids compensation and 
accusations. Yesterday, a "Coalition" attack against Isis killed more than 45 
refugees who were under UN protection. Government, State, Coalition - 
these are anonymous figures created to evade responsibility for attacks on 
our lives. Here in complete German we would say: - Pandemic or no 
pandemic, we are overwhelmed! 
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INTERNATIONAL NEWS: ** The same speed with which the reason for 
the downing of the Germanwings plane has been discovered is not 
happening with the investigation into the downing of the Malaysia Airlines 
plane in Ukraine! It is already certain that MH17 was shot down by 
government fighter jets - a fact concealed by the Investigative Committee, 
of which Ukraine is a part (unlike Malaysia, which was excluded). ** 
President Putin has decided to cut his own salary and that of the entire 


government by 10% in order to circumvent the blockade of the country. 
The ethical attitude of the Russian government contrasts with our ruler, 
who does not remember to make a cut, even a factoid, in his own salary, 
while reducing the purchasing power of the people through tax burden, 
unemployment, and cutting constitutional rights. ** The IMF has lent 
millions of dollars to Ukraine, a country in ruins. But make no mistake: 
none of it will be for the people. The aim is to save German and French 
banks in the country, where inflation is at 270% a year! The IMF gives 
unpayable loans - the oligarchs keep the money and the donated military 
hardware is sold to the Middle East. ** The most important news of 2015 
was the decision by the government of Iceland to withdraw its application 
for membership in the European Union. Negotiations were going on until 
now, when the Icelandic government said a definitive NO to the EU. The 
news has international importance and multiple viewpoints, which would 
warrant media highlights, analysis and commentary. But the news media 
ignored it: the omission of information is the preferred form of censorship 
of the international telelix. (Compiled from www.resistir.info) 
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When I walk alone on Rua Basilio de Brito, hat and chiseled beard, you 
can't even imagine that I am the greatest poet of Cachambi. When I set foot 
on this street, the asphalt had not yet covered it with stones. Soon the sun 
would fall somewhere and red rays would stain the houses with diagonal 
stripes. It was the time when the heat of 40°C would become warm, a 
breeze would begin to smile on the leaves of the almond tree, and the shade 
would be cool. As in a unison prayer mothers and grandmothers appeared 
at the gate, laying down comfortable chairs on the sidewalk steps, good 
afternoon, children pedaling and jumping the noisy skateboard in circus 
juggling. In the distance the sound of wheels buzzing on the steel rails - it 
was the Cascadura streetcar that would go all the way down Cachambi 
Street to Suburbana Avenue enjoying just one more stop down the hill at 
speed. Between conversations and Portuguese wines, the mother would 
lower her décolleté, freeing her breasts to suckle her son on her lap, and the 
commotion would continue until the bell of the N. S. Aparecida church 
chimed six o'clock. But, wait a moment: first from inside would come a 
tray of Petrépolis toast, corn chips and black coffee, very black and 


smelling like burnt wood for everyone, except Miss Claire, the only one to 
prefer the Assam Twinnings tea, with a strong and malty character, rich and 
deep amber, imported from England. In the distance, the poet turns the 
corner, oblivious to the effects of silly viruses. 
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Quincas, pandemic or not, I hope that your spinal column is already easier 
to handle in your desperate pains and that you will be healthy for good - to 
avoid the "braking" and those "stops" you used to give when we used to 
walk around Paraty. I stand here in a state of helplessness, unable to help 
you, because I don't know how to do anything - I can't help you, not even 
close. I have never driven a car, nor have I learned how to massage a male's 
buttocks. What I still do reasonably well is eat and drink. Let's face it, Iam 
useless. I am rereading "Dr. Brussels & Co." pro mode to write a little note, 
as I do about the things I read. Look what a beautiful piece Fulgencio Pinto 
described: "In the distance, the Bay of S40 Marcos, in front of the Capital, 
mirrored like a great liquid crystal plate, under the sanguine reverberation 
of the sun, which, in a wonderful and triumphant march of light, retreated 
into the sunset, in a ruddy explosion of fire, in an eruption of fire and 
ember, which stained the horizon, forming a magnificent picture of superb, 
ecstatic coloring. Isn't this the most typical sunset on the Island? Your 
cousin sends you a hug (to the kids and to your cousin too), good health 
wishes, and a pat on the buttocks to see if it invigorates him. 
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Is chess a worthy game, governed by noble rules? This is a mistake. 
Although chess is remarkable for what it adds to the practitioner, it is 
impossible to avoid the adherence of the ambitious, the vain, the selfish, 
whose attitude causes the chess ethic to break. I am not used to playing by 
the book or theory, I am fond of the romantic style, I seek the beauty of 
sacrifice, of the tactical position. Practicing chess I have met many people 
whose social level does not count: in front of the board everyone is equal. 
But there will always be the professional player for whom chess is an 
addiction, a means of betting and making money. His pleasure is to destroy 
the duck, the capybara, the naive, bad, and not very skilled player, and thus 


get some money. A chess player is addicted to trickery and trickery, he is a 
punguist and an illusionist. I had the pleasure of playing and meeting 
friends again, but I bumped into this group - they complain about their 
luck: tsk, tsk, tsk; they take their concentration away; they ask to see the 
sheet; they forget to write down the moves. And in an inferior position, 
they offer a draw! I played badly, it is true - spending time without contact 
with chess is fatal. I was doubled up, I was trapped, I left pitchforks, I was 
forked, I gave away a piece, a king without defense, pawns in the air. I 
played stones! And when I got something I fell for the trickery, the 
poisoned pieces, the traps to catch capybaras of the board rascals. With the 
pandemic, online chess grew and took into its rules the naughtiness of live 
games. 
2626 EVO D5 

About Stefan Zweig and Chess: "Stefan Zweig went into exile in February 
1934 (he stayed for six and a half years in Great Britain, then he lived in 
various places in Brazil, and between January 1941 and February 1942 he 
lived in Petr6polis, near Rio de Janeiro). Already in 1933, in a letter to the 
Belgian painter Frans Masereel, Zweig expressed his "great aversion to 
becoming an emigrant”, as he was fully aware that "all emigration" was 
"dangerous", as it transformed "those who remained into hostages". But 
Zweig also knew that it was precisely the works written abroad which 
could play a prominent role in the respective national literatures. 
Undoubtedly, this holds true for the works that Zweig himself wrote in 
exile, especially for "Chess" and his memoirs "Yesterday's World", both of 
which occupy a special place within Zweig's oeuvre. Among the relevant 
works that he wrote during his exile period are also: "Erasmus of 
Rotterdam, grandeur and decadence of an idea" (1936); "A conscience 
against violence: Castelio against Calvino" (1936); the biographical works 
"Maria Stuart" (1935), "Ferdinand Magellan" (1938) and "Amerigo 
Vespucci" (1942); the novel "Restless Heart" as well as "Brazil - a country 
of the future" (1941). Source: Stefan Zweig: a man of yesterday? 
(Interview with Klemens Renoldner), by Ruth Bohunovsky, Sao Paulo, 
2015": 
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Quincas, cheers old man! 

1) This sciatica business is shit! If you were from Rio de Janeiro you would 
just have to go to Mangueira to samba with the mulatto girls to fulfill the 
medical order to "use your glutes more". So you have to satisfy yourself 
with the exercise bike and the treadmill at the gym. Now they are jamming 
screws into your spine to correct such pain. Check it out. 

2) [have put my hand in the novel that I am closing this year and will take 
no more opinions on, nor will I ever reread it again. I added new characters 
to improve the plot, put some there, change some there, redo it, put in one 
more chapter. That's it! The only thing I'm still lost on is the title. See if you 
can come up with one lying there. The Jelly - it is ready, I just need to fix it, 
which I will do next. 

3) To 'cheer you up' I'm sending you some verses of medieval flavor found 
by chance, which I tried to 'translate': 


Si hemos de salvar o no 

De esto naides nos responde 
Derecho ande el sol se esconde 
Tierra adentro hay que tirar 
Someday we'll get there 
Después sabremos adonde. 


* Trad. 


If we're going to save ourselves or not 
No one answers that 

Right where the sun hides 

We have to dig deep into the earth 
One day we must arrive 

Then we'll know where. 


PS: Take care, old man, I have no money to travel, much less for a funeral! 


=, 
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Today is Sunday. It asks for a pipe. Ask for a hammock, a rocking chair, 
ask for the beach. First I'm going to supervise the fair, a function for which 
I am self-appointed. I will check if the eggs are oval, if the tomatoes are 
red, if the lettuce is green, I will taste the coconut water, these things that 
every inspector does. I'll get the vinegar I ordered, buy the semi-cured 
cheese, and go to the bakery to buy some thick bread. I have known this 
fair for more than forty years. There are two tapioqueiras, four caldo de 
cana and pastel sales, six fishmongers! Three stalls sell flour, cookies, 
canjiquinha. Four or five sell pepper and spices, spices prepared in the 
oriental way, just like in popular markets all over the world. There are fruits 
and vegetables of all quality! Meat, chicken, offal - liver, the tripeiro has it. 
The stalls are hereditary - the black woman who bakes puba cake and 
tapioca already brings her great-granddaughter to learn. I always took my 
children to the fair - later my grandson was the victim: I show and give 
names to fruits, vegetables, roots. On Monday my twin girls have their 
birthdays - ready (like my boy), to live when I am perpetrating my season 
in purgatory. Driving the ghost of the pandemic away. 
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Even in these bad times, one thinks the best. It will never happen again. 
One day I thought like that, but life didn't really want it to. And then, 
suddenly, it all happened again. When I say it like this, it sounds so 
commonplace. But the nature of things is no respecter of time, wrinkles, or 
gray hair. It has happened to other heroes: Picasso, Drummond, Chaplin, 
Vinicius, Henry Miller, Rubem Braga. She received me with open arms, 
gave me a burr hug that entangles the soul itself, her blond hair whipped 
my face, breasts and thighs fitting together like puzzle pieces, then attacked 
me with a thick kiss that leaves no doubt, her neck licked with cologne or 
musk, Her smiling armpits resting on my shoulders, her tight body, with 
curves going up and down, concave and convex, to even out the gaze, she 
put her feet up on my feet, as comfortable as if she were lying in a 
hammock, as if she wanted to stay like this forever, who doesn't? even I 
would like to, then she moved away so we could be face to face, her green 
eyes sparkled with determination, unshakeable confidence, green eyes like 
beacons that set free. Yes, my friends, passion is hell. 
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Reader's Digest had a section called "My unforgettable type" in which 
authors remembered someone they had impressed or influenced. My 
unforgettable type is the SAo Paulo chronicler Quincas Oliveira. We were 
related by casual or thematic encounters - birthdays, funerals, weddings. 
Later, in my old age (I was in my second and a half), fate willed that we 
would see each other more often. "We have a late but beautiful friendship" 
- I told him once. It's true. At least once a year he came to Rio de Janeiro, a 
city that knows alleys and beaches, toasted with beautiful chronicles. We 
enjoyed together editing and publishing books. With Quincas Oliveira and 
Ceres Costa Fernandes I spent an unforgettable week at FLIP in Paraty. 
Stumbling when visiting the street of the cachagarias, I slipped on the 
muddy stones. When I visit SAo Luis, Quincas opens the doors of his rare 
bar and air-conditioned wine cellar filled with great cachag¢as, tiquiras, 
whiskeys, Chilean, Alentejo and French wines. Many conversations and 
exchanges of ideas. The memory of the bread and butter brought back the 
can of Manteiga Real, original from Varginha, top quality. I left him wide- 
eyed as I licked the bread with generous portions of the delicacy. It has 
been a while since I have seen Quincas Oliveira, my unforgettable guy. But 
I know he lives in Calhaus where he is known as Joaquim Itapary. 
Saudades, cousin. The hell of a pandemic that drove people away. 
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From a religious point of view, it is difficult to understand the flirtation 
between the evangelical churches and the state of Israel. Modern Judaism 
has already opted for the non-existence of God, for Torah fundamentalism, 
and - in part - for the rejection of waiting for the Messiah. Which would be 
an insult, since for evangelicals, Christ (and not Pastor Edir Macedo) is not 
only the son of God, but also the awaited Messiah. Although Pope Benedict 
XVI has announced the "exemption of the Jewish people" for the death of 
Jota Christ, it is well known that it is a pardon in sham. The Jews were 
twice responsible for the death of Christ: first when they chose the agitator 
Barabbas to be pardoned by Pilate; second when they took upon themselves 
the responsibility for the trial and condemnation to Calvary. The governor 
Pontius Pilate, seeing that this was an internal affair, of no interest to 


Rome, washed his hands and went to drink some wine. This is a historical 
fact, which from time to time politicians and the powerful try to change by 
skimming over the facts here and there, as if to say: - There was no 
dictatorship. - There was no holocaust. - There was no genocide. So, why 
this squatting on all fours to the Jews? If it is not a theological fact, nor a 
political one, nor an economic one - why is it? But the pandemic equals all 
sinners. 


I watch the Japanese series "We have a problem: my husband's penis won't 
go in". Seriously. I am already in episode 5 and nothing. I was brought back 
to a true fact, something similar, which happened to me in the 1970s. At 
work I had a nice, cheerful, smiling, Japanese colleague who was engaged 
to be married. The engagement list was in the Mesbla store in Rua do 
Passeio. I went with her to choose the gift. After everything was settled, 
with the invoice in my hands, I gave her a kick: "For much less I have 
already eaten a lot of pussycats. We went up to the restaurant on the 9th 
floor, ate something, drank some draft beer, made some jokes about 
Japanese women and the ridiculous one about oriental women's sex being 
horizontal in shape. Or not? - Silly boy, do you believe that? Leaving 
Mesbla, just to the right, is Rua das Marrecas, full of slaughterhouses for 
emergencies like this. I took her by the arm and, with the ridiculous excuse 
of knowing the truth, we dropped into a half star hotel. My friends, here's 
the deal: right at the first stop I came up against a wall. What the fuck is 
this? - I thought. I turned from here, twisted from there, lubricated, slipped, 
but nothing. The stick reached a point where it hit an obstacle and could not 
go through. As in fact it didn't go through. We finished, left, ate a milk 
pudding, drank a few more chops, and goodbye. The only bad thing I 
thought was that the gift was really expensive. Despite being a nice, 
cheerful, smiling colleague - it wasn't worth it. Because the penis didn't go 
in. It gave me a virus. 
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Yesterday, 12/28/2019, was the day to meet the group of chess players who 
participate in CXG's traditional end-of-year event: the December FIDE 


Blitz Tournament - the last competition of the year. It is a typical event of 
fraternization. It reminded me of a day in 1969 when I went to CXG for the 
first time. That was 50 years ago! I was studying at the Calaboose, 
headquarters of the UME, a popular student restaurant, where I played 
chess and played tournaments. The Calaboose was very close to CXG, 
which was a great help: before classes I would ping the club, then I started 
to participate in internal tournaments. I jumped to the board of directors, 
was president of the club, and today I am a benefactor - all of this even in 
lowercase - that I am not one for greatness. The Guanabara Chess Club 
always kept in its calendar blitz tournaments held on Saturdays at 109 
Churchill Avenue, Rio de Janeiro. People came from everywhere hoping to 
get a spot in the famous Saturday "Rock". Yesterday I had the opportunity 
to see veterans and new players again: GM Darcy Lima, who started there 
as a boy and is the current President of the CXG, took his pupil Stefan to 
start familiarizing himself with competition chess. There were Marcio 
Baeta, Otacilio Freire, Angelo Bil, Paulo Fucs, Tadeu Santos, Wagner 
Morais, IM Luis Rodi, Vicente Brito, Jorge Chaves, among others. Marco 
Aurélio Maia, Wallace Machado, Joao Batista Rocha and many other good 
people were missing. With the pandemic, when will this happen again? 
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No. The pandemic will not improve that in each. I have always been bad at 
flirting. I never thought of myself as the kind of ladies' man who carries the 
moon under his arm and a bouquet of roses in his heart. My phrases were 
full of silence and shyness instead of hollyoodian words and gestures. In 
conversations with women I walked the frontiers of the invisible, ran 
around the edges, slipped off at the tangent. At the peak of the 
conversation, I would get in with an ingrown toenail, talk about water, fish, 
kites, birds, and beaches. This bad shyness followed me all my life, and I 
lost something around a thousand pussies, more or less (not counting the 
asses). However, after a light touch of the little fingers, intimacy arrived. It 
came with the proximity of the skin, looking at the smallest hairs, 
penetrating the pores, then things changed. I would transport myself to 
Verona, I would give the green eyes the color of emeralds, the sweet lips 
the flavor of bacuri, I would kneel religiously before her full bosom, I 
would go down to her breasts, to her ass. And never, never, in any time, 


have I neglected her neck, the nape of her neck chapped by hot and 
voracious breath. Only then, disregarding the colors and liquors, the dirty 
and impure crevices, the breath of tobacco and alcohol, the shallow and 
deep glimpses, did I dive body and soul into the depths of sex and desire. 
But it all began with a light touch of the little fingers. 
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I had a qualified collection of forbidden books, which included the 10 
volumes of the "Memoirs of Casanova" and the "Index Librorum 
Prohibitorum", which listed the books of the Vatican's displeasure. They 
say that before it was abolished by the Pope, the updated list for publication 
included the book "Hitler in Maranhao" by Joaquim Itapary. However, the 
book that impressed me most was Sade's "The 120 Days of Sodom". It was 
the pandemic itself in the form of literature. Few people to whom I lent the 
book went to the last page. Sade wrote the novel in the Bastille, where he 
was imprisoned at the behest of his mother-in-law. Four noblemen, rich and 
libertine, agree to experience sexual pleasure in totally free orgies, beyond 
the reach of Law and Justice, in an isolated castle whose only access bridge 
is knocked down.To complete the project, they hire pimps to co-opt 
adolescent men and women, whose lives will not be missed by anyone. 
They will be guinea pigs and victims of the programmed sexual atrocities, 
against the backdrop of the lives, the legal and illegal adventures, the 
crimes committed, told by the women. Sade has created the ideal scenario 
for corruption, sexual abuse, torture of victims, mutilations, coprophagy, 
anthropophagy, murders that follow one another, with the most absolute 
impunity as a guarantee. Had Juscelino Kubitschek read 120 Days of 
Sodom, by the Marquis de Sade before building Brasilia? 
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I have just watched and left halfway through the documentary "Vinicius", 
which intends to narrate the poet's trajectory, personal life, passions, 
marriages, and friendships. A three-year work by filmmaker Miguel Faria 
Jr., images and statements illustrate the life and work of Vinicius de Moraes 
with the intention of moving and showing the multiple facets of the poet 
without stereotypes. Unfortunately, unfortunate intersections ruin the 


director's intention. The documentary is interspersed by an awful show: 
Camila Morgado and Ricardo Blat mingle with singers, guests, and 
relatives, recite some of Vinicius' poems - and everything falls apart in the 
air. I stopped. I left. Vinicius de Moraes was the last of the Brazilian poets 
to live as a poet - to live within passion, immersed in emotion. Unafraid of 
lyricism in the midst of amorous passions, he challenged modernism, 
burying phagic and anthropophagic premises and theories. Tonia Carrero 
unveiled the passion that moved the poet; her daughters Georgiana and 
Luciana sensed the soul shattered by passions, the unbridled yearning for 
new explosions; Joao Cabral de Melo Neto decreed: "If not for love, he 
doesn't live. Attentive to social and political problems, Vinicius de Moraes 
lived, ate, drank and fucked to the full. Better than Mario de Andrade, 
better than Joao Cabral de Melo Neto and Carlos Drummond de Andrade, 
better than Ferreira Gullar - Vinicius de Moraes was the greatest Brazilian 
poet of the 20th Century! 
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This scribe was practicing (according to Sigmund Freud and Alfredo 
Santos) his favorite perversion - voyeurism - when he was surprised by a 
shimmering comet, in the figure of a blonde woman with the potential to 
knock Marilyn Monroe to the ground. Excuse the younger class: no 
classical reference has yet appeared that could confront the beauty of 
Marilyn's blondness. Only that vision was a little more, shall we say, 
chubby. It would be like a teenage Wilza Carla. Don't you know who is, 
would be, was, or will be Wilza Carla? Ah, don't bother: it's in Google or 
Wikipedia. Well, my friends, it was meat that would make the fridge at 
Friboi or Sadia jealous. The distinguished woman passed quickly through 
the living room as if she were going to the pantry or the kitchen, leaving 
behind a trail of naughtiness. Dressed in nothing, her fair skin shone like 
lightning. Wearing only what nature had given me with no other 
technologies, I stood by to witness the return of that silver bolide. I wiped 
the lenses of my glasses, widened my eyes in high alert, like the good 
musketeer I never was. She came back dazzling. When she reached the 
middle of the room (I am sure) she looked at me, put her hands under her 
ample breasts and pointed both headlights, hitting me straight in the eye. I 
mean, I can't say all that because these old fucking glasses I wear only 


cause me harm and embarrassment! I'm praying to God that this pandemic 
ends so that I can change glasses. 
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To love is to be embarrassed. - Hello. - Hi, how are you? - Fine, how are 
you? - You are in heaven. I'm fine, how are you? - Fine. - I'm calling you 
gave me the number. - Sure, you asked for it, I gave it to you. - Okay. I 
enjoyed sitting across from you. Good view. - Yes, you were sitting next to 
the tattooed boy. - He is my grandson. - I liked him. - Look, I know I'm old 
enough to be your father. - Grandpa. - A what? - Grandpa. You're old 
enough to be my grandfather! - You looked at me in a way. - What way? - 
Why, a naughty way. - You think so? - I saw the best leg crossing without 
panties in Cachambi! - In this heat you can't wear panties. - I do! - 
kkkkkkk-. - Ah, you smiled the same way. - Actually, the leg crossing and 
the phone call was for your grandson. - Well, there are things that a crown 
can do with the same technical quality as a young man. - Crown, no. Old. 
What does the old man do with "the same technical quality" as the young 
man? - Ah, you know, the tongue does not age. - Blow job? At this point I 
like to pull the hair. Where am I going to find hair there? - Pull the ears. - 
That's fine. And then what? - After what? - After the blow job, what 
happens? - You get satisfied and I sleep tired. - kkkkkkk. I'm satisfied with 
a blow job? You have to keep going. - Wait a minute! Do you think I'm 
made of iron? - And there's more: the tongue ages, yes! Did you hear that? 
The tongue also ages! - Oh, man! No need to shout. - You don't have to 
shout. Do me a favor: ask your grandson to call me. (Life is pure 
adrenaline). Old people suffer more during a pandemic. 
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Joy of "capivaras" (bad chess player) all over the world is knowing that 
GM also gives its varetadas. Just now in January I have already witnessed 
two beautiful capivaradas live: one local, in the final of the 2019 Brazilian 
Championship; the other international, at the 2020 Tata Steel Festival. This 
ancient and historic chess tournament, held in the Dutch city of Wijk aan 
Zee, January 10-26, includes GM, Challengers, and Amateur tournaments 
(over 2000 participants), where Francemir Barra fights bravely to defend 


his 2019 title. But the stakes are tough. For the 2020 Tata Steel capivarada 
took place in the 9th round, match of Iranian baby Alireza Firouzja (2723) 
vs. Magnus Carlsen (2872). Imagine that in a previous meeting the boy 
dared to resort to the tapetao to snatch the point from Magnus. The one was 
in the final, which allowed a simple shot at winning the game. The other 
occurred in the last game, Andre Diamant vs. Alexandr Fier, also on a 
throw-in line. An exchange of pieces that seemed simple, where Diamant 
did not notice the card in Fier's sleeve. Result: Fier was the 2019 Brazilian 
Absolute Chess Champion. As for Tata Steel, the Brazilian participation is 
weak. I found in the history of the tournament the participation of Henrique 
Mecking: 1971 (6th) and 1978 (7th) and Jayme Sunye: 1980 (9th) and 1982 
(13th). I will plead with Master Francemir Barra for the honor of being his 
Second, to be there next year. 


This beginning of the year is fucked up. It is the harbinger of the pandemic. 
Two friends are gone and a third has been widowed. Anyone who saw the 
couple, unfriendly at times, would not think that the loss was serious. But it 
doesn't work that way: my friend was downcast. Then, as I am moved by 
emotion, we went to the bar for the mass for the dead. I got drunk. I had 
enough time to carry my friend with me, dragging his body until I reached 
the gate. He lives in that house where there is a pitanga tree at the entrance. 
The dog sniffed the owner and off they went into the living room. Then 
some blue angels picked me up by the armpit and took me home, protected 
from the bumps, stumbles and other accidents common to drunkenness. As 
I said, 1 am moved by commotion. In my head there is no brain mass, there 
are heart muscles. I survive without a brain, but not without a heart. I will 
not be brain dead: as soon as the heart stops you can issue the death 
certificate. Any holocaust derribes me: Mexican soap operas, Cuban 
boleros, samba songs, tangos. If I watch melodramas my eyes fill with 
water. Along with bacteria and viruses, the alcoholic lives in me. Any stray 
bullet, any dog that has been run over, the scorned passion, the simple horn, 
elbow pain, any gossip awakens this monster, that many famous people 
have tried to exorcise, without success. 
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I have just arrived from the Bando do Brasil. I went to renegotiate my debt. 
It was another fuck up. The following happened: after I got gastritis with H. 
Pilory as a toast, I thought: old Saloca won't last long, he is wormy, he will 
wear a wooden jacket, his foot will be in the grave, he will go to the land of 
the joined feet. After all, he who doesn't die doesn't see God. Afterwards, 
the preparation for death includes - among other things - some immoral 
measures: 1) making peace with the Goat; 2) receiving extreme unction; 3) 
borrowing money. When I saw the BB advertisement on TV, offering easy 
loans, I went and took it. Then, my friend, I laid down and rolled over: I 
spent at Bar do Oscar, at Evandro's, at Carlitinho's pé-sujo, at Tia Gecy's 
Pagode, on Sao Gabriel Street, where every Sunday there is samba-de-roda 
and jongo. After the holidays, dressed in shorts and a T-shirt, I lay in bed 
waiting for the unwanted. I dreamed that I was having fun with the gang, 
celebrating the bank default. But nothing. I woke up alive. I did not die. 
Then, my friends, in January the bank came down hard on my pension, 
mercilessly. It didn't help to say that I was a friend of Manoel Da Cruz 
Evangelista, or to say that I had known Mario Julio Carvalho Ribeiro since 
I was a kid in Filipinho. Nothing. The beating came with interest, 
horseradish, monetary correction and biscuit. Just for fun, I bought a jar of 
Vaseline and gave it as a gift to the manager who attended me. Pandemic or 
not, the plundering of people's pockets continues. 
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Reporter Pedro Andrade, from Bom Dia Rio (which I watch every 
morning), stated that his husband was angry because he said he was going 
to spend a holiday in Angra. If journalist Roberto Marinho - who was a 
sword - were alive, the boy would be promoted to cover the Complexo da 
Maré. But the descendants of the Marines are now known as “Todas 
Formas de Amar’, as the series Malhaca4o is now called, aimed at teenagers. 
Do you mean that travel took over Globo's programming? No. It is still a 
station that has thematic nuclei in which the sexual option does not 
interfere or make a difference. But it is fair that the daily spectator of Bom 
Dia RJ demands a definition of what the informative program is. The 
direction of BDRJ promotes the vignette in which spectators send tubes 
with the slogan “Good morning Fachel - Good morning Rio is back soon’! 


Most of the videos are presented by children, whose sexual option did not 
surface as premature as Pedro Andrade's. Another option is to take the BBB 
of Bom Dia Rio and also proclaim the opinion of Fachel’'s husband (or 
wife); what Priscilla's husband (or wife) is going to have for lunch; listen to 
the sports opinions of Lofredo's husband (or wife) - and so on. But Pedro's 
husband is right: after all, what would he (Pedro) do in Angra dos Reis 
alone on a holiday? Even more at risk of being infected by Covid? 
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In 1492 Queen Elizabeth the Catholic (who some call a saint) received 
from Boabdil the keys to the Kingdom of Granada. Three months later, 
Isabel signed the order to expel the Jews from Spain. The war tactic of the 
time was the encirclement of fortified cities. Nothing came in, nothing 
came out. Isabel ordered Light to cut off the electricity and ordered 
CEDAE to provide cloaca instead of water, Fernando commanded the truck 
drivers' blockade to prevent the arrival of food. Thus, either the 
fortifications surrendered or the citizen would die of hunger, disease and 
thirst - as indeed happened. The Pope granted Elizabeth and Ferdinand the 
title of Catholic Monarchs. And then came the Holy Inquisition, criminal, 
unjust and cruel. In this historic moment in which privatizations, laws and 
appointments are made by the Executive at the touch of a cash register, 
Brazil is being transformed into a weak country, predisposed to suffer 
sieges and impositions. Ore is privatized, water is sold, electricity is 
delivered, oil is auctioned, the AGRO industry exports all its production. In 
the future, anyone can lockout to satisfy commercial ambitions, make 
unreasonable demands, even assume a control policy. Under Covid's 
gloomy mantlel9, both the Congress, as well as some Ministries, the 
Presidency and important posts in state entities are handed over to 
foreigners. Oh Beloved Homeland, who will save you? 
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Clarifying: 1) When I'm taking a shower, cleaning my nails, ears, feet, etc. I 
don't like to be interrupted. Everyone has a right to privacy when it comes 
to personal hygiene. There is even a liturgy for cleaning your ass. So, even 
with good intentions, don't interrupt the moment with pats, caresses, kisses. 


It's not the right time. 2) When I lie down to sleep, it's to sleep. I don't 
usually pretend I'm sleeping. I really sleep and intend to sleep until I wake 
up. Don't interrupt your sleep even for a glorious reason, like killing 
cockroaches. It's for you, not me. Being scared by cockroaches, moths, 
licks is no reason to wake me up. Can't anyone throw their slippers on a 
miserable insect? 3) When you come to talk to me, talk like an adult. The 
imitative childish way everyone uses to address me is ridiculous. I'm not a 
child anymore! Collect toys that are meant to deceive, it has no effect. I 
grew up, understand, I grew up! 4) When I'm lying on the couch watching 
football, listening to good classical music, I want to focus on beauty. 
Without Michael Jackson, Zeca Pagodinho, Madonna or that fat girl from 
funk. Leave me alone with Mahler, Strauss, Verdi, Cherubini. Finally: 5) I 
like to eat meat and some fruits. Very few canned goods. I'm not vegan. I 
like tuna, smoked turkey, sirloin steak, chicken breast, fat-free loin. To 
drink, water or juice. No Ambev beer, pity it! Thus combined, our lives will 
be peaceful. It's not because of the pandemic that we're going to break the 
rules. Signed: The Cat. 
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One story that impacted me was the life of English cellist Jacqueline Du 
Pré. She starts playing at the age of seven. At age 16, with the approval of 
Rostropovich, she was recognized as the most virtuous cellist of her time. 
It's not the dazzling career (Jacqueline quit at age 28 for multiple sclerosis) 
that amazes me, but the personal life. At one time, young musicians 
Jacqueline Du Pré, Daniel Barenboim, Itzhak Perlman, Zubin Mehta and 
Pinchas Zukerman together began to shine in the chamber music scene. 
Nearby are, among many, the young pianists Martha Argerich and Nelson 
Freire. Meetings and trips are frequent. Daniel, a Latin stallion with hair 
and showy sideburns, soon falls under the spell of Jacqueline, an Anglican 
blonde, blue-green eyes, who tackles the cello with her strong, white 
thighs. Jacqueline was a hurricane with a reputation as a nymphomaniac 
and passion dominates the couple. Daniel, who cannot join the goy, kidnaps 
the lady, takes her to Jerusalem, converts her to Judaism, and they marry. 
Suddenly, tragedy strikes: Jacqueline begins to lose feeling, she is warned 
about the disease, but lay opinions delay the diagnosis. Attached to a 
wheelchair, the disease is aggravated by strong emotions: the stallion 


Daniel is already living with pianist Elena Bashkirova. Jacqueline, the 
living portrait of helplessness, despite being naive, pure mentality and 
believing in everything and everyone, discovers the betrayal. Silently she 
fulfills her via crucis until she dies. The widower inherited the Stradivarius 
cellos from 1673 and 1712, estimated to be worth £1 million each. Is it or is 
it not a chilling story? Life sucks, my friends — and it's not on Wikipedia. 
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I worked for a while at the Gas Butano company. It was on the street that 
goes from Ferro de Ironing to the Central Market. [It was my second job, 
before I worked with Augusto and Virgilio and then at Casa Inglesa, near 
the area. I couldn't make up for the time, it hurt my retirement]. Once, 
accountant Evilazio and I went to Caxias and Coroata to exchange 
representation. We took the teco-teco straight to Caxias. There everything 
went well. At the time of Coroata, Evilazio left me alone. I went by train. 
When I saw Coroata I thought of the cities of the farwest. Even the priest 
wore a 38 on his waist. But my guardian angel and I became friends with 
the Mayor's daughter! I was introduced to the guy by the Mayor himself 
and then to the Priest, to the Notary Public. It was guaranteed! The work 
went well. In possession of a fat promissory note I returned to the hotel. At 
night I felt someone pushing the window. My ass got tiny, not a hair on it. I 
took courage, took the bar and threw open the window: it was a cow 
rubbing itself. When I went to say goodbye to the guy, four jaguncos 
arrived, armed to the teeth. He offered me: - The friends are going to 
Entroncamento. Do you wanna a ride? I thanked her: - I already have a 
train ticket and someone is waiting for me in Sao Luis. Before returning, I 
left with the Mayor's daughter. I did not eat! Who has ass is afraid. Even in 
times without Covid... 


BS 
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I saw Jo Soares thin. I watched Didi hit the foul and the ball turn dry. I saw 
Laerte dressed as a man. I heard Vinicius declaim that it will be eternal 
while it lasts. With Olicio Gadia, I met Boris Spasski at Galeao Airport. 
Listen to Guru Luiz Carlos Maciel. I saw Janis Joplin topless in Barra 
drinking Cointreau from the bottle. I watched vaudeville with star Brigite 


Blair. I saw Martha Rocha being chosen as Miss Brazil. She was in class 
when the teacher said that Gettlio Vargas had committed suicide. I passed 
and saw Drummond on Copacabana beach. I watched Carnival parade with 
General da Banda. At night I wandered a lot in Lapa and its surroundings. I 
saw Pelé score a thousandth goal at Maracana and ask for the little children 
(who are now politicians, militiamen and drug dealers). I drank beer at 
Zicartola. I left in Banda de Ipanema. I saw Garrincha play Brito de Mané. 
I consoled Mario Mururu crying because of eternal love. I saw Jango's 
speech at Central. I went to Maracana in the Queen's Game. I saw Jayne 
Mansfield's big tit in Copa. I visited Ferreira Gullar in Copacabana. I spoke 
with Fafa de Belém thinking that it was Fafa de Belém fake. I saw Victor 
Korchnoi in Hebrew. I looked closely into Julia's green eyes. I came out at 
Simpatia € Quase Amor. I did journalism at ABI. My first text appeared in 
the Jornal O Povo. I saw New Year's birth goof on the sands of 
Copacabana. I rode the Canto da Viragao and Alto da Boa Vista trams. I 
saw Almir dead on the Alaska Gallery boardwalk. I watched Vidas Secas at 
Cine Pérola. I was a freelancer at Ultima Hora and Correio da Manhi. I 
saw a film by Luz del Fego naked in Ilha das Pedras. I sat at Pixinguinha's 
table in Gouvea. I worked at Interzonal Chess in Rio de Janeiro. I crossed 
the Arcos da Lapa on the footboard of the cable car. I saw the Covid 
pandemic come. And more, much more I saw and much more I will see. 


Some time ago — before Civid arrived — I criticized Brazilian publishers 
and novelist José Saramago about the stupidity of publishing Portuguese 
novels here without a Brazilian version. To the smart editors, because it's 
stupid, lucrative, it's just a matter of putting a Brazilian cover on 
Portuguese publications and that's it. It saves the cost of the professional 
translator, disobeys the Brazilian copyright law, violates the orthographic 
reform, misleads the reader, harms the student, etc. — but who cares? To 
José Saramago, because the Nobel Prize requires his works to be published 
here as they are in the original. This is arrogant stupidity, full of pride, 
wanting to impose the language of the Motherland. Or would it be revenge 
for the invasion of Brazilianisms through soap operas and TV programs? It 
won't be known. Now I see that our greatest novelist Machado de Assis was 
a victim of Galicianism, when he published a review of the novel O Primo 


Basilio, by Ega de Queirés. The Machado-Ega entrevero involves sex, lies 
and videotapes (says E¢a ate Carolina). But it's a thing of the past. In the 
critics, Machado de Assis later comments: “From a charcoal kiln, at the 
door of the store, he says that he had a “beastly pregnancy”. Bestial why? 
Naturally, because the adjective swells the noun and the author does not see 
there the sign of human motherhood; he sees an animal phenomenon, 
nothing more”. Well then, apparently, Machadinho did not know that the 
colloquial meaning of “beastly” in Lusitanism is also formidable, 
sensational, magnificent and not just “an animal phenomenon”. Poizé 
(Machado de Assis-O Cousin Basilio and Realism-O Cruzeiro 16 April 
1878). 
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The group here at home is in the habit of watching Mondo Cane-type 
programs. One of those shows is from a beautician doctor who got rich 
fixing the shit that unscrupulous doctors do. My friend, it's every disaster, 
every catastrophe, every shit they do to the bodies of others that is pitiful. A 
Brazilian boy passed by, handsome, muscular, very affectionate, the kind 
Sergio Cardoso likes. The doctor examined him, took his weight, measured 
him, in short, deduced that he didn't need to do anything: he was young, 
healthy and handsome. The doctor, judicious, did not accept to touch the 
boy, sent him away, certifying that he did not need to do anything to 
improve his appearance. Because, according to the audience here, the boy 
could not contain himself, he went to another “expert” and fucked himself. 
Yes, he died at the hands of a butcher with a doctor's degree. Of the 
disasters I saw, one caught my attention: a brunette who should have been 
pretty someday, let her body be moved so much that she was spoiling, 
spoiling and was like shit! Not only the body, but especially the face. Poor, 
poor, three times poor. Comparing the girl's face with previous photos 
shows the scale of the catastrophe. I was going to say that the girl's face 
looked more like an ass than anything else, but in her case the comparison 
doesn't work. In fact, it does. It looked like Yoko Ono's ass. Have you ever 
seen Yoko Ono's ass? The old photos she took nude with Lennon give some 
tips Well that's it. Dog World with Covid on top is awesome! 
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After all, what do women want more? They started by demanding to leave 
the kitchen for the living room. Granted. Then, from home to the streets. 
Permission given. They wanted to smoke, drink, vote, drive. All right, 
nothing to oppose. If you can vote, you can be elected to municipal, state 
and federal chambers. All right, all right. Let's generalize at once: being 
elected Mayor, Deputy, Senator, President, the barter! Then they wanted to 
study at universities. We also agree. They demanded the right to work. We 
do, but with a lower salary. They wanted to serve in the armed forces. 
Perfect. Flying military and commercial aircraft. Everyone agrees. Do you 
want to go to war? Well, let them all go and take their mother-in-law. They 
want to take on management positions in companies. They are doctors, 
nurses, they are on the front lines in the fight against Coronavirus. It's OK. 
Everything was allowed to them with a lot of love, affection, beating and 
femicide. Then it began to extrapolate: sexual freedom. Wow! But that's 
okay: transgender, transformers, transisso, transaquilo. Have the right to 
use certain blunt objects in the couple's bed. One minute! One minute! 
Pepper in the ass of others is refreshment. Quite frankly. And they started to 
fill the stadiums to cheer for our team! They frequent our bars, drink our 
beer, our caipirinha. They come out in our carnival block and already have 
their own block. And — the top of the bottom — they got all our women! My 
people, where will this lead? 


2686 CEV59'000°% 
What color was Machado de Assis? Was it black, mulatto, was it white? 
Our chief writer is one of the greatest victims of the racial quarrels that 
poison and shame us. According to biographical data, “Machado de Assis is 
the son of Francisco José de Assis, a mulatto, wall painter, and Maria 
Leopoldina, a washerwoman of Portuguese origin (Island of the Azores)”. 
Machado de Assis was, therefore, a mulatto. Being a mulatto in Brazil was 
never a problem, until the emergence of organizations in defense of race in 
modern times. Even putting the blame on the intensification of discussions 
in black and white, how could the image of Machado de Assis have been so 
dishonestly disfigured to the point of transforming the mule with curly hair 
and medium nose into a jet black Creole, like the first ones slaves arrived 
here? From the beginning of the occupation of the land, the Donatary was 


obliged to promote mestizaje, first with natives, then with slaves. Gilberto 
Freyre in Casa Grande & Senzala dealt with this “social sadomasochism”’. 
He also recorded that the first social ascension of black people was through 
mulattoes “bachelors of Law” and mulatto women “tall, slender, with a 
long neck and long feet”. Machado de Assis suffered, conversely, the same 
drama that Michael Jackson would go through when traveling the path 
from blackness to Arianism. (Sometimes I forget that I'm in full pandemic 
quarantine). 
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About love I can say that it doesn't exist. Well, what is it? Sometimes it's 
just two pairs of eyes staring at each other in silence. So, what there is no 
word Does not exist because they are noses that are sniffed without 
understanding. Mouths that exchange saliva in the mystique of sweetness. 
Everything in silence, just sighs. Then two dismembered bodies that don't 
understand each other come together in an incomprehensible puzzle. It will 
be two skins with body sensors that crush each other insensitively. Who 
will say it exists? The adrenaline it produces and does not sustain is lost in 
a vacuum. I repeat that love does not exist, otherwise how could it last so 
little and for eternity? The swift gaze that unveils the landscape and fixes 
itself centered only on the body. Space of holes and valleys, convex, 
insensitive hills, infertile vortices. It's the century that fingers feel and 
touch the ends when everything turns to manure. Cold covering cold hands. 
With no one to dispute, yes, I will say that love does not exist. He's waiting 
at the next door, on the next flight, he only wakes up to what he doesn't 
believe, on the next corner, in the next taxi, he's out there. This improbable 
mixture of feelings that melts into the air in a fraction of a second — can it 
be called love? What I know about love is that it doesn't exist. The 
pandemic exists, love does not. 
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There goes Solomon walking his dog on a leash in the middle of a 
pandemic. The puppy pissed on his leg. - What? Are you looking right? 
Salomao likes pets, he's loose around and no dog has the breast to piss on 
his leg: it bounces right on his muzzle. — Has anyone seen Solomon? Saw. 


Was he at Carlito's door having a cup of coffee? Salomao never drinks 
coffee at a bar. It must be Quinado or Jurubeba, which is the same color — 
to fool sucker. — Look at Solomon happy helping the old woman to cross 
the street. - Where? Never! Never! Old lady crossing the street counting on 
Salomao is going to die run over. — Isn't that Solomon sitting on the bench 
in the square giving xerém to the pigeons? Oh my! It's Solomon who 
shouldn't be. He likes pigeon roasted over the coals, with a cold deer. — 
There, Solomon laughing for nothing, shouting happily. Isn't he playing a 
game with the kids in the square? And he has a knack. He treats the ball 
like a woman — Look at Solomon drunk over there. Man, he sways from 
side to side, scratches himself on the walls, let's help, give him a hand. No 
way. Already tried. Nobody messes with him. Not accepted. He says there 
are angels who take him home right away. And when he arrives on the sofa, 
a gypsy puts her hand on his head to forget about everything. — This 
Solomon is hopeless. 
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Ceres Costa Fernandes, writer: “The lack of love comes one day, suddenly, 
anywhere, without prior notice. It can happen at the exact moment when 
the lover's eyes open, like an epiphany in reverse — but how could I?! — And 
he sees the person, formerly a girlfriend, exactly as others see him, without 
the fantasies and decorations that love lent to his vision. Disaffection does 
not have the impetuosity of strong feelings. The unloved person does not 
hate or even want to harm his ex-love, he may even cultivate a certain 
tenderness or pity for the person he was once in love with. Urged, once 
again required by the lover, the unloved one reacts with patience or 
boredom, at best, with irritation. I'm talking about normal people here, of 
course. A difficult task is to hurt the lover, simply because, after the 
revealing click, he starts to inhabit a dimension of his own where the words 
and gestures of the lover no longer reach him. Through an unknown 
communication mechanism, the wavebands of both — in love and out of 
love — operate at different frequencies. No longer intersect. And that's 
exactly where the drama happens: the sad clash, where only one fight, or 
debate, has as the winner (?) the one to whom victory no longer matters”. 
It's good to read good writers while the pandemic doesn't go away. 
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EVERYTHING YOU NEED TO KNOW ABOUT COVID-19 BUT 
YOU'RE ASHAMED TO ASK: 1) Covid has no smell, color or taste — it's 
like CEDAE water; 2) Covid is politically correct: it gives in white, black, 
brown, Indian, transgender, laertes, politician, LGBTI, etc.; 3) Sex without 
a condom? No: Covid loves slutty; 4) But you know that sucker? Only 
sanitizing with alcohol gel; 5) Covid jumps, but only % meter, then falls. 
Stay away, when he falls, kick!; 6) To recognize Covid: he is colorful, he 
has pimples on his face, he is nerd, asexual, he doesn't wear glasses, he 
doesn't speak Brazilian; 7) Covid hates coarse salt and heat: if the steak is 
with Covid, coarse salt and brazier in it; 8) Covid has no religion and 
doesn't believe in God — he thinks he's God!; 9) Covid loves people 
together: no group sex; 10) Covid is deaf and dumb, but if you want to talk 
to him you have to be in Mandarin; 11) Covid is free: for it there is no 
border, not even Venezuela; 12) Covid is an enemy of Herpes, H. Pylori, 
HIV and the like: whoever is sick has a better chance; 13) Against Covid, 
alcohol and diamba vaccines are tested: alcoholics and junkies would be 
immune, but they have to keep it; 14) Symptoms of Covid are: sore throat, 
fever, tiny ass, shit and diarrhea; if he feels something like that, he runs to 
SUS and starts praying. 
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During coronavirus times I want the landscape I see from here: Serra dos 
Pretos Forros or Serra Grajat-Jacarepagua. Because the landscape is as 
changeable as life: it was once bare of vegetation and in a downpour the 
rocks rolled and killed hundreds of residents. They made an honest project 
and the mountain is now hairy, green, but the constructions of the fearless 
spread and foreshadow new tragedies for later. The landscape is changeable 
because, when the weather threatens to turn, the clouds billow the hills, 
stretching to Sumaré and transforming into a beautiful view: white and 
green contrast with dark cirrus clouds that bring thunder, lightning and rain 
in the fractal disorder which is nature. Behind those hills I see from here 
are many friends that I love: Alto da Boa Vista, Praga Sdenz Pefia, 
Maracana and surrounding areas. There it was always the territory of happy 
damnation. Unforgettable people who are still there, who I very rarely see, 


but I keep the beauty of yesterday. So in coronavirus times I won't be stingy 
or greedy. I'll choose the best cheese, the best wine, the best pates, the toast, 
the Australian bread, the cucumber pickles. I will be fed up with whatever 
my taste buds asks for and my pocketbook allows in these times of 
coronavirus. And so, tasting these joys, I will think of my friends and loves. 
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Japan and Covidl9: The day after the “Little Boy” urantum bomb was 
dropped by the United States of North America (USA) on the inhabitants of 
Hiroshima (6/8/1945), poet Haido Fakku, who lived nearby, wrote a haiku 
for his beloved Hani Kanto, who lived in Nagasakt: 


Today I don't send flowers 
The peach trees are dry 
the murky waters 


A few days later, the poet Haido Fakku received a basket full of flowers and 
fruits with a note from his beloved Hani Kanto: “Come beloved. Here the 
waterfalls explode into clear waters, the plum trees are in bloom and the 
aroma of tea perfumes the entire environment. Comes. Comes". Poet Hado 
Fakku traveled and was greeted with the most loving hug from his dear 
Hani Kanto, followed by the explosion of the plutonium bomb “Fat Man” 
dropped by the United States of North America (USA) on the residents of 
Nagasaki on 9/ 8/1945. In the two attacks on the first day alone, more than 
300,000 civilians were killed. The tragedy did not cause as much 
commotion as Covid19. It's out there, why. 
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Shortly after Saulo met July, the Covid-19 pandemic broke out. The couple 
canceled dates, sent video pledges of love. It didn't last long: Saulo wanted 
the tele-conversation to be erotic, porn, like all of them. July, no. She was 
afraid. - Nobody here will know, only me - Saulo said. - And I, she replied, 
my guardian angel, my guide to the macumba, my spiritist mentor, your 
friend next door. How does she know? Well, that's a lot of people to take 
down, thought Saulo. - Just send the photo of your little ass. - No, no, no, 


no, no. - Do not deny the last request to the dying person. - Why am I going 
to send my ass to a dying person? - July, you are incomprehensible. - No, I 
am not. - It is good. I'll tell you what I never told another woman. - What? - 
I love you! This time July shivered at the base. I felt the cell phone vibrate 
in my hand. She heard my choked voice and surrendered. Soon after I 
received the photo of her feet. Nudes. The big toe with blue nail polish. I 
showed the friend who was beside me waiting anxiously. He looked and 
said: - Well, until you get where you want the dying person is already dead! 
- You know what (I lied), I always thought her ass was skinny, without salt 
and other spices. 
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Mahatma Gandhi was a pioneer in preaching non-violence to free India 
from English rule. Mandela let himself be carried away by the same karma 
when freeing South Africa. Then thousands of ‘philosophers’ appeared to 
complicate this precept. However, non-doing is an act as natural as 
breathing, peeing and pooping. Now, hostage to the viral pandemic, since 
we have to stay at home, how about finding ways to imitate Gandhi and 
Mandela? Let's not-do. Like? Putting aside everything I did before, without 
thinking. Don't schedule anything. Show off. Undress. Jump naked through 
the rooms. Sing on the porch. Leave the pet aside. Admire the neighbors. 
Be simple. Look at things you didn't see. because I didn't have time. And 
more: Envy for what? Censor what? Why say no? There is a lot more. 
Infinite yourself! Rethink. Delimit yourself! Reinvent. And then Free 
yourself! Because when it's all over, life will be boring again. Or not? In 
the name of death that approaches like a siege of war bringing hunger and 
thirst, it is time to live in harmony, or, if you prefer, under the old motto: 
Peace and Love. 
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A little fiction doesn't hurt anyone: "The two Lousadas sisters! Dry, dark 
and garrulous as cicadas, for many years they were sniffers of lives, 
spreaders of gossip, weavers of intrigues, in the unfortunate city of Brasilia. 
stain, blemish, cracked teapot, aching heart, torn pocket, window ajar, dust 
in a corner, forehead decorated with horn, figure in the corner, clothes 


made new at mass, cake ordered from Evelines, that the piercing eyes of 
dirty jet could not reveal - and that the sharp tongue, between the sparse 
teeth, did not comment with shrill malice! From them weaved the 
anonymous letters that infested the North and South Squares. the biscuit 
and the sip of coffee. Wherever they passed, the shadow of distrust and fear 
throbbed. But who would dare reject the Lousadas sisters? Daughters of the 
decrepit, venerating and reaffirming rmado General Lousada, from the 
Banda dos Fuzileiros do Lago Paranoa; friends of the daughters and sons of 
Senator Todo-Ugly; glorified in Quincas Oliveira's weekly chronicles; 
relatives of the Space Church Pastor; powerful in the powerful Confraria 
dos Passeios do DF. Their chastity was so rigid, so old and so dry, and so 
terrifyingly vaunted by them, that Marculino, from Jornal Digital do Povo, 
had nicknamed them the Two Thousand Virgins. Who doesn't know the 
Lousadas sisters?" 

Joao introduced me to the girl: My brother is visiting. He can't stand the 
beer here anymore. He asked me to go to a place that served good wine. I 
remembered you. She took me by the hand. Come see my house. The 
kiosk, larger than usual, with a smoked glass door, air conditioning and 
mezzanine. Large bar, fridge, freezer, toilet and kitchen (outside). And 
nothing around! Impressive! Do you have a preference for some wine? 
With this heat, the chilled white wine goes well. She set the table on the 
sand and brought out white wine, Italian, clinking ice cream. Does this one 
serve? My God! What do you think? A 1970 Frascati? She poured it into an 
appropriate glass and said: It goes well with white seafood: vongole, 
sururu, oysters. Bring, bring everything and come and toast with us. In 
passing John asked: Can you prepare me a digestive? Wasn't it a miracle? 
Sunny Saturday, a deserted kiosk, the frozen Frascati, bare feet on the white 
sands of some beach in Sao Luis. Joao's digestive came: man, a mess like 
the ones Bob Marley burned in Jamaica! Mr Joao, smoke a little further. 
Each puff felt like the sky was cloudy. He brought me a Suerdieck cigar, 
short, black smoke, round tip. What a Saturday! Years later I learned that 
the PF closed that paradise. What an injustice! What a sin in these 
pandemic times! 
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Since the pandemic is inevitable, I try to live the life that God gave me. I 
lay in a hammock, a cigarette of Arapiraca straw. With bars closed, nothing 
spent with booze. If they were open also not: I walk in an endless hardness. 
But I live happily, friends and relatives resist bravely. That’s good. I play 
the viola from chat to air. I write, listen to music (the neighbor plays 
Roberta Miranda), read and jerk off. From time to time I peck at the 
leftover liquor (Baileys and Amarula), with expired expiration date. Baileys 
is terrible, Amarula looks like baby poop. I miss Buna’s Liquor Jenipapo. 
Do what? When I want to dope I call the pharmacy. I took "The illustrious 
house of Ramires", by Eca de Queiroz, without understanding why 
Machado de Assis trashed the Galician. It’s a love-country romance. Every 
writer has done less Hatchet. For what better life? The closed churches link 
God to Whatsapp, Instagram, Snapchat, Messenger or social network 
(which, by the way, walks very antisocial). Calm people! If you get mad, 
ask Father Joaquim of Angola, fine people, my neighbor Rua, who meets 
online. I watch, via Youtube, Vimeo and Netflix, lots of Russian movies. 
All have subtitles option for ten languages - except Brazilian. I go from 
Spanish. There are some very good ones and you can see movies of the 
neighbors: Finland, Norway, Denmark and Sweden. And the Indian films of 
Bollywood? Pelamordedeus! Of the Ermanos I like the Argentine, 
Venezuelan, Chilean films. The Colombian films look like they were made 
in Miami. But it all goes away and Covid-19 won’t miss tt. 


be, 0) af of ‘ >, Nz ae a 
Soneto 
A querela Machado de Assis x Ega de Queirés 
A verdade é que Ega comeu a Carolina 
E pretendiam fugir os dois para Paris. 
Mas o plano feito em plena surdina 


O covarde Queiroz cumpri-lo nao quis. 


Os Novaes para punir a livre Carolina 


Mandou-a ao Brasil — e nao a Paris. 
Chegou aqui aclamada, nao em surdina, 
Porque era libertaria e assim 0 quis. 


O irmao Faustino teve o velo de Carolina 
Mas a morte cruel 0 levou — adeus, Paris! 
Teve a missa um Te Deum dito em surdina 
Enterro em familia — ela determinou e quis. 


Livre e feliz contou a E¢a 0 calibre do seu fado: 
“E bem maior que o teu 0 caralho do Machado!” 


Sonnet 


The quarrel Machado de Assis x Ega de Queirés 


The truth is that Ecga ate Carolina 

And they both intended to flee to Paris. 

But the plan made in the middle of the silence 
The coward Queiroz did not want to fulfill it. 


The Novaes to punish free Carolina 

He sent her to Brazil - not Paris. 

You came here acclaimed, not quietly, 

Because he was libertarian and he wanted it that way. 


Brother Faustino had the fleece of Carolina 

But cruel death took him - goodbye, Paris! 

There was a Te Deum Mass said in silence 
Burial in a family - it has determined and wanted. 


Free and happy told Ega the caliber of his fate: 
"It’s bigger than your fucking Machado!" 
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The art of blackmail 
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Answer: 

Do you know someone who has NOTHING TO LOSE IN LIFE? At 79 
years of age, H. Pylori in the stomach, facing Covid-19, unemployed, full 
of debts, who lives on $200/month of government aid? This is me. So fuck 
it! 
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The end-of-the-world virus — this Covid 19 guy — is leading us to make 
crazy decisions, to travel turbulent and unprecedented paths. She is now 
happy to say that she never really loved me. Yes, maybe it was love in the 
first few seconds; That I liked some things that only I did (until I found out 
that others were capable of doing things that only I did better than I did); 
That she hated kissing me when IJ arrived with my breath reeking of a sea 
of booze and wanted to kill myself when I came up from behind and bit the 
back of her head. Yeah I did some interesting stuff from behind but (see a 
few lines above). That she had no remorse the first time she had sex with 
her ex-fiancé (and also had no remorse the first time she cheated on her ex- 
fiancé with his best friend). And that, after that, she would hate me even 
more, forever, because the engagement (and her happiness) ended when we 
met. In closing: who's been enjoying social distancing with me for over 
twenty years. I got up from the couch and went to take a shit. I don't have 
to hear this. Ingratitude is your name. Treat me like that, I've given you a 
dozen beautiful children. Disdaining him, I gave him an apartment in 
Catumbi, overlooking the Cemetery and Morro da Mineira. But there's 
change: I'm going to make loads of debts for her to pay when I die; I'll 
leave a list with the names of her friends I fucked; I'm going to frame the 
photo I took of her ex-fiancé kissing a gay man. I will also confess my 
biggest secret: I really wanted to marry her sister. 


68S CLV OVO? 


The Bible is a fantastic book and with every look, secrets are revealed, 
things that had not been noticed. The great Vinicius de Moraes wrote the 


poem “Operario em Construcgao” in 1959. (In 1970, Chico Buarque 
composed “Construction”, without citing any influence). Communist ideals 
of equality and fraternity attract the people: politicians, workers, peasants, 
the common people, all yearn for the end of poverty and misery. With this 
poem, Vinicius de Moraes joins the clamor: the communist dream has also 
left its marks on poets. And suddenly, when you reread the preachings of 
Christ, you saw that they were close to the doctrine of Marx and Lenin. In 
this historical context, Vinicius de Moraes precedes the poem quotation 
from the Gospel of Luke: “The Devil took Jesus up, showed him in an 
instant all the kingdoms of the world and said: — I will give you all this 
power and all this wealth , because all this was given to me, and I can give 
it to whoever I want. This will all be yours if you kneel before me and 
adore me.” The story of Christ's temptations has hidden a detail that I only 
now see clearly: "For all this was given to me!" God made the world and 
gave it to the Devil, who is still in charge today. Because Jota Cristo didn't 
agree, the Capeta has been fucking us for millennia. Now, to top it off, he 
sent Covid-19. It didn't hurt Christ to have said: — Top! — and worshiping 
the Devil, making us better off. At least that's what the most faithful 
Christians and evangelicals have been doing for a long time. 
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If one day you are like the locals, drinking cloaca with Covid-19 for a long 
time, you will certainly have to install a filter or water purifier at home. My 
daughter researched, researched, researched and chose to buy the “WATER 
PURIFIER PBE04BF PHILCO BIVOLT”. Crap! A white elephant. A 
beautiful Antonio! The device is based on two scientific laws, which must 
work together: 1°) Newton's Law - "Every body remains in a state of rest or 
motion, unless it is forced to change by forces applied to it". 2°) Cardano's 
Theory of Probabilities: “Every residence should have a hydraulic pressure 
between 103 kPa and 517 kPa”. So, if you don't have the hydraulic pressure 
determined, it doesn't work, as it did here. And more: it has no installer; 
does not have Technical Assistance; the filter works the water in one way; 
no on-off button or indicator; has no temperature control; it doesn't have a 
gallon of water; no control panel; and, finally, it has no anti-bacterial 
protection. As the product gave a problem, we tried to solve it with Britania 
Eletrodomésticos, but apparently the warranty period will pass and nothing 


will be solved. So here's the tip: DON'T BUY THE DUCKING “WATER 
PURIFIER PBEO4BF PHILCO”, and be careful with products from 
Britania Appliances. 
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Before moving to the Amazon region Cardozinho took precautions: he was 
vaccinated against diseases typical of tropical forests. Now, more than 30 
years later, he lives only in a house on the river, which he acquired to enjoy 
his well-deserved retirement. Then the unexpected: the Coronavirus arrives, 
new, deadly, it doesn't choose time, place, victim. Against the threat, 
Cardozinho surrounds himself with the guarantees listed by the WHO: he 
isolates himself, receives everything at the door, except the fish, caught at 
the end of the hook thrown from the balcony (where he bathed at will, as he 
lived like the Indians, naked or semi-naked ). At night, pink boats and 
porpoises stroll along the river, Cardozinho hears sneaky sounds from 
behind. He shivers. The Coronavirus invades his stronghold as a horde of 
Huns. It conforms. He rubs alcohol gel all over his body, drains his glass of 
beer and eats the last olive. He feels the gooey being penetrate his intimacy. 
He relaxes. But the virus doesn't hit the straight line, it comes and goes, 
comes back and goes. Cardozinho makes the operation easier: it is on all 
fours. It worked out! He feels the virus being discharged into his bowels, he 
sighs with relief. At that moment a lighted boat passes by, the sound of 
music, girls' voices, clinking glasses, laughter of joy, a chessboard. Barros 
festively waves his champagne glass, embraces several naked Indian 
women, but with masks, and calls him to the party: — Bora! But 
Cardozinho, terrified (he still feels the sting of the virus), refuses the 
invitation. He takes another shower of alcohol gel: — Cruz em credo! God 
forbid! 
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In the pages of the first Almanak of the Province of Parana in 1877 I found 
the record of the ancestral Rovedo that left the region of Como (Italy) to 
venture into the colony on Ilha Superagui, leased to the consul and Swiss 
businessman Carlos Perret Gentil, who lived in Brazil exercising several 
activities, sponsored by Senator Vergueiro. In 1851, he published the book 
“A Colénia Senador Vergueiro: Consideracdes”, in which he reported the 
author's experience with free work. In this land that was beginning to 
invent free enterprise, Perret worked with method: “In describing the ideal 
nucleus of a colony, he recommends the participation of many families; 
distribution of lots to settlers; prohibition of the involvement of settlers in 
barrack offices”. But Giovanni Rovedo — who later became Brazilianized to 
Joao — did not emigrate to Brazil to plant potatoes: in the list of the 
occupants of the “Freguezia do Senhor Bom Jesus de Guarakessava” he is 
listed as one of the four tavernkeepers on the island. As it turns out, my 
history of biritagem comes from afar. With so much alcohol in the DNA, 
Covid will have difficulties in adapting to the environment... 
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Julinha sent a message: “Cousin, we need to hug each other’. Wise, 
Julinha. The whole of Brazil needs to embrace. But with me she is lost: I 
hug her with strength, as a frog hugs a jewel. I am also one of the greatest 
authorities on hugging in the world. Believe me, I have a powerful, warm, 
dominating, tender, loving, exciting, caring, cosmic hug — like she's never 
seen it. At an event at Calouste Gulbenkian, I meet another poet and friend. 
I open my arms like someone who wants to embrace the entire Cachambi. 
She lands on my chest curled up like a boa constrictor. During the 
conjunction she mumbles, "What a nice hug." I heard a lot of things like 


that. When I visit the brothers, I hug them tight as if to say it's good to see 
them, remembering that we grew up together, diverging, fighting, smiling, 
playing. I hugged Thalia after some time without seeing her, she was 
surprised: “What's wrong? You're not cool.” I enjoyed a perrengue that life 
sends to show that we are neither infallible nor immortal. How did she 
know? Through the huddled embrace she felt the vacuum below her waist, 
something that never happened. Moira too: when we saw each other after 
years, she hugged me like someone who was born in my embrace. Giving a 
hug like that, body and soul, has risks: happy and happy to see a friend I 
exaggerated the hug and he got a hard-on. Not there! You can't get a hard- 
on, no matter how nice the hug is. So, Julinha, prepare yourself. I take 
advantage of the pandemic to train my super-embracing: dazzled, 
enraptured, affectionate, ecstatic, kind, sweet, caring. And when Covid 
leaves I'll be ready to give you one of the biggest thrills in life. Wait just a 
little while. During the pandemic, a hug is sorely missed. 
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My left eye is only vexing, when I need it most, it fails. This was the first 
eye that began to blur vision. In fact, I think it was born defective. It is also 
the most temperamental eye: at the first sign of emotion it becomes tearful. 
I'm prone to emotional outbursts, which make me stop to breathe, catch my 
breath and recover. On this occasion the left view makes me see the sky full 
of clouds. Because of him I am ashamed at any time and place. At a wake I 
was moved and the eye shed tears. The widow asked me: — You only cry in 
one eye? My left eye paralyzes me on the street when it mirrors — the view 
is a huge reflection. I can't see anything, then I stop everything, support 
myself somewhere, until I get back to normal. It's like having a Swiss lake 
in your eye. Sometimes the view is blurry, three-dimensional. My left eye 
is the most cranky and runny. If you look closely, he has a detour to the 
side. Films, series or soap operas sugar water makes my left eye cry and no 
matter how much I repress it, the stubborn waters. I feel that my old left 
eye is fading and will soon abandon me. A white veil covers the pupil like 
the white mist that falls over the Serra Grajat-Jacarepagua on this cold 
night. Years of fear and cold spell for our children. 


69 20 Stn APD ae OF ne 
ECG ON P525 
OV Om 


“In October 2019, in Wuhan, China, the 7th CISM Military World Games 
were held. Brazil participated with 352 athletes, who competed for medals 
in 29 disciplines. The objective of the Brazilian delegation for the Military 
World Games was achieved, with the maintenance of the Military Team 
Brazil, at the end of the competition, among the three largest military sports 
powers among all the nations that make up the International Military Sports 
Council (CISM). 88 medals were won: 21 gold, 31 silver and 36 bronze”. 
French athletes who participated in the competition recently informed 
authorities that at the time they experienced the same symptoms now 
identified as Covid-19. Scientists and health authorities in France are 
investigating. Doing the same here will help chart the history of the virus 
that will leave the greatest number of victims the Earth has had in 
thousands of years. History tells that similar viral attacks have occurred on 
several occasions, attesting that the virus has neither nationality nor color. 
With the floor, the authorities of Defense, Sports and Health. 

Source: https://www.defesa.gov.br 


I do not believe that this sun, this rain, the clouds that cloud the city, the 
heat, the cold, this Sunday, everything that has bathed the Earth with life, 
can be enjoyed only by the birds, dogs and cats, by the animals of the 
forest, of the seas, of the air - that doesn't make sense. When the cave 
where Gurax lived with the tribe was besieged by hungry beasts, 
preventing them from going to the places from which the food, water, 
supplies, in short, necessary for everyone's survival, came, something had 
to be done. Juuuu, the oldest, the most experienced and the most 
knowledgeable of all, offered to release the entrance to the cave. Devising a 
plan to lure the beasts elsewhere, they spent two days building an 
alternative exit. When she was ready, Juuuu went to the main entrance, 
forced the beasts to be the object of everyone's interest, applied tallow to 
her shins and ran. Thus, the beasts all went in pursuit of Juuuu, while the 
others were able to supply the house with supplies and weapons to face 
future sieges and attacks. Fortunately Juuuu was fast and only got tired 
when the beasts were miles away from the tribe. So he stopped and let 


himself be devoured. Poetry, fable and endless stories are needed at this 
time. 
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And to think that everything was written in the Centuries, in the 
Apocalypse, in Carmina Burana. May Covid-19 melt in peace on its way to 
hell. In a little while it will be time to wash the soul. A drop of milk from 
the young mother, added to the drop of blood from the stallion, saves. 
There is a better life than this, the nights of love will smile ten thousand 
times for the sad, the depressed, for the restless and blessed souls, for the 
terrified and for the lonely. Even the clowns will drink a cup of tea or 
coffee in the kitchen, saying good morning, kissing on the lips of seductive 
and seductive women, hugging men and women. Men think of the 
offensive because they treat love like the Art of War or like the Olympics. 
We fell to get up, to love each other, free as sewer rats. That's why I don't 
tell you anything about us. No one would understand and I don't need to 
explain anything because my heart knows how real it is. To drink wine 
made from the skins of grapes whose juice was extracted drop by drop 
from a blood donor. At least I have someone to think about, who offered me 
the foot, but it's the foot that starts the climb, goes through the knees and up 
the thighs, until you reach the point where you need to take a breath, wet 
your mouth, inhale the perfume, if alive is until there. "My love. I found 
that I cannot live without you. I'm going to jump out the window." Damn it! 
I forgot that I live on the ground floor and that the plague is raging outside. 
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Everyone knows Rivotril and generics. I'm not close, but the pandemic led 
me to it. Rivotril speaks, you know? “Um, depress, right? Looking for lost 
euphoria with Covid-19? It's me!" I did not answer. I went to the restaurant 
with all precautions. I ordered chicken with okra. Rivotril: "I don't know 
how to eat this drug!" "My stomach is bad, I replied." Oscar listened and 
brought Geneva cold, which I drank little by little. Rivotril: “One girl won't 
do any harm’. To wait for the meal Oscar brought the Baden-Baden Pale 
Ale: “I saved it for us! On account of the house!" And he's been drinking 
with me, an old acquaintance, since the day I got hooked on a nigga and 


ended up in Rocinha, where he had a bar. Then he came to get married in 
Cachambi and stayed. The widower Zezinho saw me: “How long! This one 
is on me!" Rivotril: “One more? Hum” We knocked down the third Pale 
Ale when the meal came out, I said goodbye, but Gonga arrived: “None of 
that, the nightcap is mine!” Rivotril: "Careful, I don't guarantee anything 
else!" I stopped by the pharmacy, the bakery. I was waiting for the elevator 
when a reeking figure with a goat's horn, tail, and hoof buzzed, leaving the 
floor gooey. With the fright I slipped, fell on my butt on the floor and didn't 
wake up until nine hours later. To this day I'm hampered, with a hell of a 
pain in the rooms and controlled by electronic anklets. Madness that only 
pandemic panic provokes. 
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On August 24, 1954, the activities of the Escola Governador Archer, in 
Filipinho, were interrupted and the students were released: Brazil was in 
mourning for the death of Gettlio Vargas. Newspapers came out in extra 
editions, radios reported the fact in the middle of their usual programming: 
the country was in turmoil. At the end of the year it was time to take the 
Admission Exam, a type of entrance exam for the next grade. I was the 
only student at the school to pass, thanks to the Grade 95 essay, which did 
not reach 100 points for lack of a comma. That's what they told me. At the 
age of 12 I suffered the first political commotion and inaugurated a literary 
career. I tell this story because we entered May 2020 in a boil: angry 
politics, cursing, the threat of civil war, etc. and such. Friends who survive 
Covid-19 beat me up because I ignore politics; in the neighborhood I'm 
uninvited when the talk is about this Machiavellian profession. But I didn't 
shirk the subject in the building where I live. When I was asked about the 
troubled palace meeting in Brasilia, followed by the vindictive intervention 
in Rio de Janeiro, I remembered 1954: — Brasilia lacks a comma, my 
friend. Many commas are missing in Brasilia! That's why the pandemic 
advances like a hurricane... 
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“Flock immunization? What is it? Which herd? Cattle, sheep or whatever? 
No, it is about people themselves, a population of humans, considered, 


from the ground up, in their animal condition. This name circulates at the 
time of yet another pandemic that devastates such a small animal on Earth, 
the terrible COVID. Theory, defended by a group that advocates the end of 
the pandemic through natural immunization. Along these lines, it is 
estimated that, after 60% of the “herd” is infected (the Brazilian herd has 
210 million individuals), 126 million would be the likely number of 
infected people to achieve such immunity. In the meantime, the older ones, 
those with comorbidity related to COVID, the weak, will integrate the 
majority of the dead. The morbidity rate varies from country to country, 
from state to state. The survivors will be waiting for the next plague. Was 
it, then, Darwin's old law of Natural Selection, survival of the fittest? 
Pandemics are nothing new, in the last three hundred years the most famous 
ones recur, curiously, every one hundred years, namely, 1720, Black Death; 
1820, cholera; 1920, influenza; 2020, COVID 19. And, in the meantime, 
epidemics of smallpox, yellow fever, measles, Ebola and many others. But 
nothing compares to the famous black or bubonic plague of the 14th 
century, caused by the Yersinia bacillus, from China, which arrived in 
Europe aboard merchant ships and had its gateway to Genoa and Venice. It 
wiped out a third of the European population from 1347 to 1351, around 70 
to 150 million victims, a fantastic number considering the world population 
at the time”. (THE CORONA AND THE HERD, article by Ceres Costa 
Fernandes). 
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But everything was foreseen in three books: 1) The Apocalypse — 
“Revelation of Jesus Christ, which God gave him, to show the servants 
things that must soon happen; and by his angel he sent them, and notified 
them to John his servant and brother”. An esoteric and prophetic book, the 
Apocalypse of John reveals events that will inevitably reach mankind: 
“And I looked upon a pale horse, and that which was mounted on it had the 
name of Death; and Hell followed him; and power was given to them to 
slay a quarter of the earth, with sword, famine, pestilence”. “But as for the 
timid, and the unbelievers, and the abominable, and the murderers, and the 
harlots, and the sorcerers, and the idolaters and all liars, their share will be 
in the lake that burns with fire and brimstone ; what is the second death’. 2) 
The Prophecies of Nostradamus — are composed in 10 sets of verses of 100 


blocks each. The book — published in 1555 — was written in 4 languages: 
Archaic French, Latin, Greek and Occitan Provencal, by Michel de 
Nostradamus, French Renaissance alchemist and physician, soon became 
famous for his ability to highlight the disasters of humanity. 3) “The Secret 
Doctrine’, published in 1888. Elena Blavatsky's book, despite being written 
in a complex language, is perplexing and disturbing. It is the epitome of 
universal scientific, philosophical and religious thought. “The Secret 
Doctrine” is divided into two parts: I - Cosmogenesis, The Evolution of the 
Universe; II - Anthropogenesis, The Origin and Evolution of Humanity. 
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The Coliseum has reopened, but only for Rome residents, giving the 
natives a chance to tour at home, as in normal times they are impeded by 
the crowds of tourists that invade the city. The Coliseum had a capacity for 
80,000 spectators who watched various activities: gladiator combat, circus 
show, battle simulation, hunting wild animals, staging mythological 
dramas. In early Christianity, to hide the true cruelty from the population, 
festivities interspersed executions of Christians. Authorities delighted in, 
drinking beer and wine, eating and doing all kinds of nonsense while the 
lions devoured families of Christ's followers. With the arrival of the Covid- 
19 pandemic, we witnessed a similar spectacle directly from Brasilia. 
While the people, the slum population and the poorest are swallowed by the 
Coronavirus, the Government, Congress and the Judiciary — drinking beer, 
whiskey and wine, eating rich delicacies and receiving fat salaries — play 
blind so as not to see the lion devour the children, families. It stages 
shameful spectacles, curses, manufactures crises, attacks, invents 
discussions, threatens, everything to hide the cruelty, the crime caused by 
the lack of hospitals, tests, beds, respirators, protective clothing, everything 
that could alleviate the tragedy. , suffering, death, brought about by the 
pandemic. 


eo RBrovnoses 
I'm not a musician, I got used to listening to classical music thanks to a 


neighbor — sergeant-musician Joao Coqueiro — who had a habit of putting 
speakers he himself built on the sidewalk and playing Mozart, Beethoven 


and Brahms, for the whole neighborhood to hear. My first job, at age 13, 
was at the commercial representation office of Augusto and Virgilio, also 
neighbors. They sold a little of everything, but the strong ones were the 
laboratories Yatropan and Silva-Aratijo, in Rio. The represented company I 
liked the most was CBS (Columbia Broadcasting System), because the 
releases came on LP records and as no one liked classical music , the 
leftovers were for me. When I showed the LP with Anton Bruckner's 
Sinfonia Romantica, he told me he would listen very carefully, as the 
author could be a fake. The great trauma in Joao Coqueiro's life was the 
premature loss of his daughter Ariadne, the name of the symphony he was 
slowly composing. In Coqueiro's house there was a tame, playful brown 
stray dog, who lived running with his children. Once the dog got rabies and 
Coqueiro called me to stay with the children: he put Mozart's Requiem on 
the record player, left with the dog, the shovel, the gun. The shot was 
barely heard. A little later he returned with moist eyes, just as the last 
chords of "Liberame" were sounding. But music is certainly a vaccine 
against any virus. 

Note: The Requiem in D minor K-626 does not have the 8-Liberame 
Movement, which was created in Rio de Janeiro by Sigismund Neukomm. 
This is just a joke with friends. 














Salomao Rovedo & Waldemar Costa 
Rio de Janeiro, 2018 


My Great Friend Vadinho, journalist, writer, novelist, with whom I lived for 
many years because of my passion for chess, died in Rio de Janeiro at the 
age of 83. He lost the war against Covid-19. In 2018, he received from the 
Rio-FEXERJ Chess Federation the well-deserved title of Carioca Chess 
Charity. I met Waldemar Costa in the 1970s, when I joined the Guanabara 
Chess Club: a 50-year friendship! He always showed up looking for news 
for the chess column he kept in the Jornal dos Sports and to watch 
Saturday's “Rock”. Waldemar was a sports journalist, but he found a corner 
at JS to promote chess. I went a few times to the headquarters of Jornal dos 
Sports, on Tenente Possolo Street, where Waldemar placed me in front of 
the teletype to “fish” chess notes among thousands of sports news from all 
over the world. I always fed the WSC column with information I received 
from friends all over Brazil: Fernando Melo, Vit6rio Chemim, Adaucto 
Nobrega, Herman Claudius, Hélder Camara, among many others. I 
attended Waldemar's residence on Rua Bardo (Praca Seca), received by 
Dona Dyla, mother and secretary, on which occasion Friedrich Salamon, 
who lived there, also appeared. After the death of Dona Dyla, Waldemar 
Costa made the place the Prof. Dyla de SA Cultural Center, which he 
intended to donate to the community of Jacarepagua. Before it disappears 
into the virtual world, you can visit www.wsc.jor.br and learn more about 
Waldemar Costa. Worth it. (Photo: Luiz Manzi — FEXERJ). 
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Dear Machadian Fernando Melo. I have with me the last volume of the 
Letters of Machado de Assis (1905-1908), which inspired me to write 
“Fragmentos de um Diario”, “Seu Machado e Dona Hylda” and finally 
“Memorial de Aires: Genesis, Apotheosis and Requiem” . Something about 
the volume caught my attention: there is no exchange of correspondence or 
references between M.de A. and Arthur Napoledo, even though in 1907 the 
pianist had received numerous honors: “On August 26, 1907, the National 
Institute of Music celebrates the 50th anniversary of Napoleon's first 
concert, with the director of the Institute, Alberto Nepomuceno, at the head 
of the tribute. Arthur Napoledo receives the highest honors that Brazilian 
society could offer him: chromolithographic parchments, gold medal 
engraved especially for the occasion, presence of the country's top national 


and international authorities. Chronicles in several newspapers in Brazil 
and abroad”. Among Machado de Assis' manuscripts there is no letter, no 
card (that is how they communicated when in the same city), no 
congratulations, no note regarding the ephemeris. On the other hand, that 
same month Machado de Assis was dealing with arrangements to ensure 
lectures by Guglielmo Ferrero and also, on behalf of A.B.L., to receive Paul 
Doumer, guest of honor of Minister Rio Branco, to visit Rio de Janeiro. 
And in the same volume it says: “While waiting for him (Doumer) at the 
Pharoux Wharf, Machado de Assis suffered an epilepsy attack recorded by 
photographer Augusto Malta, and published in the newspapers the 
following day”. There is also no evidence that Arthur Napoleon wrote to M. 
de A. about this painful event. So, my curiosity is: When did the Arthur 
Napoleado-Machado de Assis friendship break up or cool down? It's 
because? I'm on the hunt A hug and good Sunday. Despite the pandemic... 


Dialogue on the Internet: Manoel > WHITE SOUL IS RACISM. Ceres > 
WOW! And soul has color? Manoel > I die and I can't understand women. I 
almost laugh when a customer at the bank where I worked, irritated 
because I couldn't help her, told me with a certain derision: “THIS IS WHY 
I DON'T LIKE TO BE ASSISTED BY A NEGRO”. Salomao > Dear friend 
Manoel, I know you don't like to talk dirty, but some women don't like to 
be attended to, but they like to be fucked by black people! (because it is 
reputed to be a member). Alfredo > There are controversies. In Africa, 
during the filming of “Mogambo”, actresses Grace Kelly and Ava Gardner, 
seeing the Watusi Indians, wondered if it was true that black people have 
big cocks. Ava went to check it out and said that “Frank's (Sinatra) 1s 
bigger”. But as the black was embarrassed by Ava's boldness, it's possible 
that the chick had shrunk. Manoel > is true. I met a married lady, in 
Teresina, who always came to Sao Luis to meet a famous black singer and 
composer, the one from Pedreiras, because the guy was very gifted. The 
love sessions lasted up to 45 minutes. Salomao > Joao do Vale was famous 
here in Rio as well. I often went to his house to eat a feijoada, a sarrabulho 
In Rio de Janeiro we met when he was going to receive the merreca at 
ECAD (Rua Visconde de Inhatiima), when I had to accompany him in his 
favorite booze (if it is that existed), cock-tail traced with Bitter Russo, 


bitter beast as hell! Great composer. Late at night, Mario Julio and I were 
talking under the almond tree in Filipinho, on the corner of Arruda, when a 
black black creole arrives to find out about the bus schedule. We inform 
you. Conversation goes, conversation comes, he puffed on a cigarette, 
started a conversation: “You know? I'm a composer. I have more than 300 
songs”. I looked at MJ, he looked at me, doubting the information. The 
black man noticed, began to sing, splicing xotes and bades, Peba na pepper, 
Coroné Ant6nio Bento, Pisa na ful6, O canto da ema, etc. When the bus 
arrived, he ran, climbed the steps still singing, and said goodbye with a 
laugh. Famous and brilliant Joao do Vale. 
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The channel +Globo played new series on TV, among which, “Essays: The 
female body”, which is presented by a model who says: “We don't want to 
sexualize. This is art here. We want poetry”. But right in the first episode 
there is a close-up photo (Revista Sexy) of a shaved pussy with that style 
that the Americans call “brazil” which consists of a solitary vertical line of 
hair that goes straight to the entrance of the grotto of love. Did you like the 
euphemism cave of love? That way you can't not sexualize Another series 
is “Bendita Marvada’”’, whose objective is to popularize the consumption of 
cachaga. There you can't hide the target either, it's straight from the title that 
comes from the expression “Mardita Marvada” with which cachaga is 
demonized in society. Testimonials from the drinking group, most confess 
that they started in their teens, 12/13 years old or so. I myself drank 
cachaga at that age to imitate colleagues and because it was what fit the 
budget. Testimonials from manufacturers all pecking at a glass of water, 
because most of them don't drink, but earn money making and selling. To 
complete the fantasy, the cachaceiro became a "cachacier". Certainly the 
technicians and directors do these things to alleviate the Covid-19's ills. 
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After I had treatment for gastritis I feel I gained a lot and lost as much: but 
what I miss most is my heartburn. I miss that burning sensation that starts 
in the navel, travels between the ribs and goes to the throat, destroying 
everything. I miss that post-feijoada with caipirinha indisposition, the 


stomach full of all-you-can-eat steakhouse, which makes esophageal work 
difficult and pushes food back and forth between the esophagus and the 
throat. My heartburn was so powerful that it came even after taking high 
doses of Fruit Salt, Sonrisal, Alka Seltzer. None of that suited the faggot. 
I've never had chemotherapy, I don't have depression or osteoporosis, only 
high blood pressure. According to Dr. Mario, it will be difficult to get that 
heartburn back. Still, I miss her. I don't care about the irritated esophagus, 
the noisy belching of the stomach, the excessive burping and farting, the 
heartburn of scorching wine I miss. No matter the taste of vinegar rising in 
your mouth, the burning of super-acidity, the urge to vomit — I want back 
the heartburn of the cold caipirinhas. As a recommendation, I left aside the 
chocolate, the chili pepper, raw onion, the picanha, the mocot6, the oxtail, 
the grilled rib. I dropped the greasy and spicy foods, citrus fruits (with 
vodka), mint and raw tomatoes with vinegar and salt. I want back 
everything I've lost: the burning sensation that comes from belly to chest, 
the undefined discomfort in the upper abdomen, the hot burning of the 
stomach, the regurgitation, the bitter taste in the mouth, the pasty tongue, 
the nausea, the urge to vomit. I want my heartburn back! 
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If the poet takes it easy, Poetry swallows it. In 1955 I was carrying a 50- 
page folder with my first Poetry book. Imitation poetry by Gongalves Dias, 
Alvares de Azevedo, Casimiro de Abreu, Castro Alves, Augusto dos Anjos, 
Tobias Barreto and Fagundes Varela (whose “The Gospel in the Jungles” is 
a masterpiece). It was also influenced by Bandeira Tribuzi, by the cordelist 
Carlos Chagas, Bandeira de Melo, Nauro Machado, Menotti Del Picchia, 
Manuel Bandeira, by the brothers Mario and Oswald de Andrade (*), 
Cecilia Meirelles and JG de Aratijo Jorge. To be a poet you have to like to 
read or Poetry swallows. In Rio, I was among those chosen for the 
collection organized by Walmir Ayala and César de Araujo: "Poetic opening 
- New poets of Rio de Janeiro" (1975). Only then was I sure: I am a poet. 
wall that suddenly grows between the poet and Poetry. This happens when 
the poet starts to repeat himself. Everything he writes is the same and 
becomes a perpetual motion, an endless labyrinth. Where is the exit? 
Perhaps in the return to simplicity , but few can: Manuel Bandeira, Cecilia 
Meirelles, Ferreira Gullar I couldn't, I divorced, Poetry over there and I 


over here, betraying it with Prose Two great contemporary poets from 
Maranhao are inside the labyrinth: Salgado Maranhao and Ronaldo Costa 
Fernandes. It's like this: if the poet gives a shit, Poetry swallows it. Like 
Covid... 

(*) A challenge to readers to find this error. Mario and Oswald were not 
brothers. Despite what, Oswald de Andrade called Mario de Andrade 
“brother” — one of the many bad jokes that the author of Miramar played 
against the poet of Pauliceia Desvairada. Morally, Oswald was as evil as 
Covid. 


When I was a child, I used to hear the advertisement on the radio: “One 
hand washes the other, Sabaéo Martins washes both’. And we recited the 
famous sonnet by Camées: “My gentle soul that you are gone”. All this 
without guilt. The cacophate is for those who write the same thing as the 
apple for Eve. Until then, we lived without sin. We lost our virginity to 
censorship at school, which I saw growing up under baton and criticism. 
Caught in the act, I was summoned to the Director who had to justify 
making out: “But sir, I love her”. She denied everything. I heard out of her 
own mouth: "It's all a lie!" No one could blame her. In the end, I never win 
anything, I don't ever think about it, as I had everything resolved. 
Ungrateful! Today my heart for you freezes. She's like heir to someone's 
evils. But the Director cited Article Ist paragraph “D” to punish me. Back 
at home, I listened to the Brazilian national team broadcast: “Fabio 
Conceicgao asked for the ball and Cafu gave it. Gooooooo000000”. After 
the game I ate a steak with a lot of garlic (chopped with a knife and not 
crushed in a garlic pounding utensil) and went, in the midst of the 
Pandemic boom, to read the popular poem by H. Romeu Pinto, son: 


The summit 


On top of that ass me 

I planted a rosebush 

The wind in the ass hits me 
The rose in the ass smells me. 


When the light rain comes 


splashes in my ass fall me 
Ants in the ass enter me 
Ass bees come out to me. 


When the heavy rain comes 

the water from the ass comes down to me 
The clay from my ass runs down 

The bush in the sky grows me. 


So when the rain stops 
In my ass the joy comes back 
Because it shines again 
The sun in the sky burned me. 


ee ae: a ere 
S6CG ONO’? 
*©SoVar oo 


After my idol, the ancient hero Alexander the Great, disappointed by being 
declared Pope Gay, my daughter planted serious doubts about the 
masculinity of another superman of my youth: Ben-Hur. The image of 
Charlton Heston, 1.90m tall, strong, hero of the big screen, epic movies and 
civil rights rallies, is in danger. I spend sleepless nights with the question 
pounding through my head: Is Ben-Hur gay? Oh atrocious doubt! I 
reviewed the billionaire box office movie and many awards, including 
Oscar and Globe. I can't convince myself, I don't accept. The daughter who 
put the worm on my head called me: “Look here, Dad. Your idol Ben-Hur 
works at TV Globo! It's beautiful! Strongman. Muscular. The ideal man for 
any woman’’. I'm not much of a male admirer, but I took a look: the guy is 
actually a loaf of bread, like Charlton Heston! I use the 1970s expression, 
synonymous with beautiful, to agree with her. My children are out of 
fashion: women like men, the male likes females — so they are subject to 
suffering and disappointment. In a time of pandemic, information runs fast 
like the wind that hit Cachambi yesterday: in 24 hours her euphoria went 
down the drain: “Dad, do you know Ben-Hur? — She said in a sad voice — I 
went to Instagram and saw several pictures of him kissing and hugging O 
boyfriend! Does Covid affect sexuality? 
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VISIT 


I heard from a friend I hadn't seen for a long time: 
She was sick infected with Covid-19: she still resisted. 


All precautions taken, I went to visit her at the hospital. 
I found her awake, strong in the fight against tragic evil. 


She was happy to see me: the visit reinforced her belief in healing 
When I left I was smiling excitedly - I promised another visit in the 
future 


In a few days I returned. The environment left me disheartened: 
The potency and vigor of those who resisted had left him. 


I took my hands. Through the lids I remembered blue eyes. 
Wrinkled skin, unvarnished nails, unringed, bare fingers. 


It came to mind years, months, weeks, days, hours, seconds, 
When, lovers, we enjoy the deepest pleasures. 


I kissed her hands, her cheek, her forehead, her eyelids already 
closed. 


I spoke words, told happy stories, invented situations. 


The nurse was ecstatic at the strange love ritual: 
Rite of passage, love, fidelity in a silent world. 


Suddenly the respirator, despite the help, stopped inflating. 
The curves turned into straight lines made the monitor go blank. 


I was static, stunned, overwhelmed by crazy adrenaline, 
I hugged her frigid, insensitive body and kissed her mouth. 


Rio de Janeiro, Cachambi, Year of the Covid-19 Pandemic 
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I warn the beautiful, sensual, stunning, erotic, irresistible, spectacular and 
other adjectives women, who continue to bewitch me with this body of 
unsurpassed qualities, both personally and in dreams, or here on facebook, 
instagram, twitter, tumblr and other networks that , after consulting the 
babalao, guru, pastor, spiritual leader Genival Santos, I am using the 
famous Spell Breaker by Mahalaki Shimi, which brings in the composition 
Sandalwood, Jighat, Massala, Essential Oils, Cashew Resins, Vegetables 
and Arabicas, all from according to the original formula of Sri 
Sathyanarayana Parimala, of Mysore, India. I reinforce the protection with 
incredible baths of apple seeds, red roses, jasmine, cinnamon (here ask for 
cinnamon stick, but no one in Paraiba takes a wooden bath), well water, red 
roses, rosemary, chamomile, laurel, mint, orris, fennel, yellow rose, 
vervain, white rose, jasmine, violet, mugwort, four doses of Magnifica, 
clove, brown sugar, sunflower blossom, nutmeg, sandalwood powder, 
fennel coffee, lavender, cinnamon, jasmine, white and red rose petals, musk 
drops, sandalwood drops, rose essence drops, ylang-ylang drops, essential 
oils, cloves, Santa Rita palm, lavender, orange tree, rosewood, sissy, daisies 
and full moon night. Virus or no virus, is it male to face? 


P « &y é >= ra) “By 5 - 
seeelG Os Ky Cy’ EP 028 
C3CVOr? 


Like few others, I can say that my mother-in-law — from Alagoas from 
Palmeira dos Indios — left a gap: she was big and weighed almost three 
hundred kilos. Wherever Dona Aurea arrived, she filled the atmosphere 
with fat laughter. I went to Friburgo to visit Orlando Hugenin, a painter and 
chess player, he told me: Salomao, you can't have the dream I had with my 
mother-in-law. She straddled my neck and wouldn't come out at all. That 
can't happen with you My mother-in-law's cooking was _ spectacular: 
Lagarto Assado impregnated with Portuguese paio; Rotten cake (from puba 
dough); Couscous with egg yolk and grated coconut; Guava jam in syrup. 
She was Catholic, but in Padre Miguel she only found the Baptist Church 
and as God was equal she was soon singing with the sisters. She had a 
sweet, sinless voice. She knew all the religious corners of the northeastern 
pilgrimages. When she came to visit me, we would sit down for a short chat 
and many stories from the northeast, which gave me the basis to write 


“Quilombo”, a popular theater play, a celebration she played many times in 
childhood. processions of the northeast — I knew them all. Canonized in 
this way, steeped in the memory of processions, funerals, acts and drums of 
my childhood, we cried without tears for our memories. northeast: when 
she became a widow with three children, her entire inheritance was 
plundered by her brothers-in-law, the Albuquerques, Calheiros et caterva, 
the scum of people who are still rotting there today, all deserving of 
infection with the worst viruses in the world. 
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I spoke the other day about my mother-in-law's meals. Because I joined a 
group called “I love Lebanon”, my friend, the “breams” only know how to 
put pictures and more pictures and more videos of things that are at least 
appetizing. How the Lebanese enjoy a fork, plentiful tables, eating. Forget 
the cigar, Seu Mane's kibbeh, the “hama” this and the “hama” that. It's all 
soft talk to sleep ox. If you want to get to know Lebanese cuisine, join this 
group. But that wasn't even what I wanted to talk about: my father, a native 
of Parana from Paranagua, would sometimes show up at my house with a 
huge round can. It was the famous paio preserved in pork lard, I think it 
was produced by Sadia. Boy, is he serious. The old man opened the can on 
the tip of the machete and when he lifted the lid, he was ready for anything. 
The animal would decorate any pot, it wasn't just beans, no. And the smell? 
I don't even tell you. The lard made to preserve the paio, took up all the 
spaces in the can and completely assumed the taste and spices of the 
preserve. The paio ended, but its spirit — the lard — survived in the steaks, 
the cracked eggs, the pies, the chicken with sauce, the beans, the soups. In 
everything, the paio lard gave it a special flavor. Now I really tied myself to 
the bread: I cut the bread in half, stuffed the bands in the lard and put it in 
the frying pan or on the plate. Just imagine, just imagine. And to top it off, 
a chibé of water flour and cashew drink. In the temples of mothers-in-law 
there is no pandemic. 
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Because it is censored in historical narratives, few know 
that it was the set of Portuguese conquests that created the 


first and greatest Global Empire in History. To this day 
Portugal is considered the oldest and most durable 
European colonizer, whose domain spanned nearly six 
centuries of existence. It began with the conquest of Ceuta 
in 1415 and ended with the return of Macau to China in 
1999, spreading to 53 different countries. The question is: 
was the Chinese island of Taiwan colonized by the 
Portuguese? Check out this news: Blocked from operating 
during the coronavirus pandemic, Songshan airport offers 
travelers flights to nowhere! The passenger checks in, goes 
through security control, receives a visa in the passport, 
goes through immigration, receives an access card, is 
vaccinated and boards an Airbus A330 from China Airlines 
(Taiwan's largest airline), parked on the runway . On board, 
the flight attendants introduce themselves, talk, teach 
coronavirus prevention methods, serve food, drink, snacks, 
all along with the transmission of movies, shows and 
documentaries - but the flight simply never departs! 
Doesn't it sound like a Portuguese thing? More than 
100,000 people signed up to “travel”, so other similar 
flights are already booked for the coming months. It is a 
“trip” (in all aspects) much more effective than taking a 
vacation in Atibaia. Virus or no virus, I've already signed 


up. 
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Is Coronavirus good for the memory?... If I remember correctly, it was in 
the 1960s that Sissi's series was shown at Cine Eden, in Cinemascope, with 
the backdrop of imperial Austria. The three films (“Sissi1”, 1955, “Sissi 
Empress”, 1956 and “The Life of Sissi”, 1957) made Romy Schneider 
famous. Producers, supported by the actress' mother, were going to 
continue the series with “Sissi gives a ass’, but the actress refused. She 
moved to France, in 1958 she made “Ladies in Uniform”, which tells 
stories of lesbianism in girls' schools. After she filmed “Christine”, she fell 
in love with Alain Delon, and they stayed together until 1963. Luchino 


Visconti changed Schneider's trajectory once and for all, giving “Boccaccio 
70” a role worthy of the great actress. I just watched “3 days in Quiberon”, 
by Emily Atef (2018). The film takes fragments of Romy Schneider's 1981 
life in the French village of Quiberon, where ancient ghosts plague the 
actress: when they recognize her in the streets, she is called Sissi. Art, this 
long, endless road, transforms the lives of artists into dramas and episodes 
that no scene, no matter how dexterous and skillful it is put, can elude. It 
has no method, no practice, no technique that can make anyone walk 
through it unscathed. Romy Schneider died at the age of 43 in Paris. 
Official cause: cardiac arrest, perhaps caused by the grim visit of the 
wrinkled lady, Empress Sissi. 
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You might be curious why I keep replicating Barbara Maidel's blog on 
facebook, Instagram, tumblr, twitter — wherever I can, anyway. I myself ask 
myself the very same thing in the sleepless nights acquired when Barbara 
Maidel gave me a well-deserved break because I sent an e-mail to the blog 
giving some unsolicited and unsolicited hints, in addition to alienated 
political discrepancies. But I love her because she says what I would like to 
say but I have no talent. Check it out: “Seeing Bolsonaro being awarded the 
highest political office in the country is outrageous from many angles. () At 
campaign time, musician Lobao said he would vote for him because “he 
was the only one that has not been tested yet”, implying that the other 
options were discarded because they were tainted by his political career. () 
The fact is that Bolsonaro was dead weight for nearly three decades in the 
Chamber of Deputies. In 26 years, he has submitted 171 bills and had only 
two approved. The taxpayers paid for this vagrant not to do anything 
useful, to treat the public thing as private (). Then suddenly an outbreak 
takes over Brazil and this same man starts to occupy the Presidency of the 
Republic. What leap was that? If Bolsonaro's infamous and mischievous 
trajectory as a deputy for decades was not enough for Lobfo to realize that 
he had already been tested, and for too long, the singer must be taken to a 
university and studied in a laboratory. ()” The text shown like this in pieces 
seems unimportant, so it's good to read the entire blog at 
https://barbmaidel.blogspot.com. No virus silences Barbara's vigorous 
voice. 
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It was in the newspaper. At least one pandemic has come to an end: electric 
scooter fever. An end that runs counter to the thread of the story: with the 
arrival of the Covid-19 pandemic, the electric scooter would be ideal for 
the resumption of wandering back and forth. As the marketing said: 
“Electric scooters are ideal vehicles for daily transport. Escape the traffic! 
Save time and money using the ultimate urban mobility vehicle! Don't 
spend on gasoline and parking”. But what was the vaccine that wiped out 
the electric scooter virus? It was another virus: that of corruption, for which 
it neither has nor will have vaccines. With no specific rule, in principle, the 
regulatory basis for the use of the scooter was CONTRAN's Resolution 
465: “Scooters must follow the rules applied to self-propelled individual 
mobility equipment. Thus, they cannot exceed a maximum speed of 6 km/h 
in pedestrian circulation areas and 20 km/h in cycle paths and lanes. The 
use of speed indicator, bell and night signaling — front, rear and side — is 
mandatory”. The requirement for speedometer, bell and blinker was already 
too much. But for the competent authorities it was not enough: they created 
thousands of laws, requirements and fines, driving away the user, the rental 
and sale companies of scooters. Now the well-paid authorities can shove 
laws and fines down the stinkiest hole in the body, preferably along with 
the Coronavirus... 
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To mitigate the effects of Covid-19, instead of a respirator, chloroquine and 
azithromycin, or a Chilean wine, my sister sent me books and on the cake 
came “Conjugal Happiness”. It looks like a self-help work, but the name 
Leo Tolstoy is a guarantee of quality. The narrator is the main character, 
Maria. Love story, marriage, family: girl from the “ro¢ga’” — who plays the 
Sonata "Quasi una Fantasia" by Beethoven — marries Serguiei, a prosperous 
man from the city, the couple moves to the metropolis, the wife falls under 
the spell of lights, sparkles, music, dances, friendships, everything is joy 
and prosperity. Years later, the fire of love fades, the lamp loses its oil, goes 
out. By the time everything runs out, exhausted feelings force her back to 
the farm. The empty house, silent furniture, the shrouded piano, everything 


starts to be reborn. Spring arrives, the environment changes, the green, the 
birds, the flowers: nature restarts the cycle now with the human presence. 
The environment, the aroma of flowers and bushes, the delicate landscape, 
the simple piano, the uncomplicated love, everything transfigures the 
couple. The euphoria of the city, the fleeting passion, the spark of precious 
stones, the ephemeral courtship — today it is an inanimate hiatus. It all boils 
down to: "He's always the same, only the wrinkle between his eyebrows 
has deepened." "I am the same, but there is no love in me, no desire for 
love." Feelings are recycled, at the piano Maria repeats the same andante 
from Sonata n° 13, whose chords Serguiei listens hidden and in deep 
silence. Another happiness is born. There is no room for pandemic trauma... 
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“Hello my dear, I'm Mr. Bright Johnson, Managing Director of the IME We 
have analyzed all the obstacles and issues surrounding your incomplete 
transaction and your inability to comply with the transfer fees charged 
against you by the previous transfer options, please see our website for 
your confirmation. We, the Board of Directors, the World Bank and the 
IMF Washington, DC, together with the US Department of the Treasury 
and some other relevant investigative agencies ordered our Foreign 
Payment Remittance Unit, United Bank of Africa Lome Togo, to issue you 
a VISA Card, in which US$1.5 million would be sent for later withdrawal 
from your fund. During the course of our investigation, we found to our 
dismay that your payment was delayed by corrupt Bank officials who are 
trying to divert your funds to your private accounts. Today, through this, I 
notify you that your $1.5 million fund has been credited to your VISA card 
by UBA Bank Togo and is also ready to be delivered. Contact Mr. Tony 
Elumelu now, email (...). Send him the information for the delivery of your 
Accredited Visa card to his address”. 
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May Covid-19 rest in peace! He's on his way to hell or virus heaven. The 
time will come to wash the soul. There is a better life than this one. The 
night of love smiled ten times. For the sad and depressed for the restless of 
lost souls for the dumb and lonely for heroes and cowards Late at night the 


clowns will have a cup of coffee in the kitchen. And the women? Are all 
women seducible? Can women never be seductive? Men will always be 
seduced. Just as man will always be on the offensive. Men enjoy love as an 
Art of War, while women play desire as an Olympic test. To the sound of 
Gurrelieder, Carmina Burana, the 9th Symphony or Carcara We are here to 
love each other. So, it's time to celebrate with this wine made from grapes 
whose juice ripped out like drops of blood from the crushed pulp and skin. 
Each barrel of this wine received milk from teenage mothers in the 
communities, which gave the drink secrets of seduction. With this last 
comedy I try to put an end to these facebook delusions, without waiting for 
the post-pandemic world to result from it all. The world that resisted 
Shakespeare will resist everything. 
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A peaceful and serene sunset 
(Song for guitar) 


I denied the sparkling magic existing in precious stones, pearls and 
amethysts are beautiful, beautiful are ruby and diamond, gold and silver 
encrust the brilliant, emerald is beautiful to behold, but wealth I preferred 
to forget when I rested from the struggle and toil , I chose to end my life a 
quiet and serene sunset. 

Man is noble like the forest, has the beauty of the green of the forests that 
are born and flow through rivers and waterfalls, rich wood that the country 
infests, The color of a pau darco in celebration, the imposing andiroba 
rosicer, the angico, the cavitina, the marigolds are now my dearest flora, I 
chose to end my life a peaceful and serene sunset. 

I faced Natura elements, rains, thunders, winds, storms, squatting beings 
with impiety, like a volcano in fire, lava and boiling, the sand desert in a 
hot sun, all this can destroy the being and to avoid inhaling suffering and 
existence I won, I chose to end my life a peaceful and serene sunset. 

There are too many secrets in the firmament, and Venus, Mars, Uranus or 
Pluto transmit us a celestial vibration, beyond the Milky Way there is 
feeling, we are from the universe a fragment of the stars we hold a power 
that on Earth makes us survive and today with a bad soul suffering I chose 
to end my life a peaceful and serene evening. 


I carry with me Love and Faith, Holy and Divine religiosity, I am faithful, I 
do not commit profanity, I devote myself to the mighty Saint Joseph, I 
believe in what Saint Thomas saw, my hands the gypsy can read, I trust in 
the Orixas and in their power, the I give shelter to all beliefs, I chose to end 
my life a peaceful and serene sunset. 
What is taken from this vain existence is the good and evil that is done 
here, I never wage war - only peace and I always say no to violence, 
knowing how to live is also a science, I enjoy the good times with pleasure 
and now that I start to grow old I am like the yellowed leaf, I chose to end 
my life a peaceful and serene sunset. 
Now I want to hear from the past allegories of the day in song, Gaturamo, 
Juriti and Azulao in coral through the open forest, in the afternoon on the 
horizon fainted I want the view in the distance to go and the hammock on 
the balcony extend enjoying a well-slept gesture, I chose to close and my 
life A peaceful and serene evening. 
From friends and poets I want the song framed by the sound of a guitar, 
after a hot coffee a parola, a drink blessed by the saint, a grandson wrapped 
in a lullaby, visits from far away to receive, many companions to meet 
without thinking about the time of farewell, I chose to end my life a 
peaceful and serene sunset. 
When death comes without suffering and the good Lord calls me there to 
the heights, surround me with the most beautiful creatures that bring joy - 
and I'm not sorry, my life was one contentment, I threw away any and all 
suffering, I loved and was loved for real, surrounded by fine dear people, I 
chose to end my life a peaceful and serene sunset. 

Rio de Janeiro, Cachambi, 2020/2021. 

Anos da Pandemia do Covid-19. 
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